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TH  E  Author  of  the  following  fheets  is  not  fb 
vain  as  to  think  he  or  his  works  are  of  confe- 
quence  enough  to  engage  the  attention  of  the  World* 
much  lefs  to  trefpafs  ftill  further  with  the  fuperfluous 
impertinence  of  long  apologies  for  either. 

It  is  fufficient  to  obferve,  that  a  peculiarly  unhappy- 
combination  of  circumflances  rendered  the  publication 
of  thefe  pieces  neceflary ;  many  of  which  were  origi 
nally  compofed  as  exercifes  at  fchool,  and  others  written 
purely  in  compliance  with  the  requeft  of  felect  friends, 
or  the  prefling  exigencies  of  particular  incidents  in  life, 
and  never  intended  for  public  infpection. 

The  mod  material  errors  which  have  flowed  from 
the  prefs,  through  want  of  perfonal  attendance  to 
correct  the  proofs  (which  was  impracticable  to  the 
Author)  he  has  endeavoured  to  rectify,  by  a  table  of 
errata  ;  and  hopes,  that  all  fuch  as  have  efcaped  his 
obfervation,  will  be  readily  excufed  by  the  candid  and 
benevolent  Reader. 
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The  Author  likewife  returns  his  warmeft  thanks  to 
all  his  Subfcribers;  particularly  to  thofe  who  have 
given  fuch  ample  teflimony  of  their  regard,  not  only 
by  promoting  liberally  the  fubfcription,  but  contribut 
ing  fome  pieces,  which,  if  he  were  allowed  to  diftin- 
guifh  them,  would  do  honour  to  their  names,  and 
reflect  the  additional  merit  of  acquaintance  on  the 
EDITOR,  although  they  might  affect  the  reputation  of 
the  AJJTHOR. 


Sept.  23,  1764,  s,  ROGERS. 
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THE    FIRST    ODE    OF    HORACE, 
IMITATED. 

To  the   ****** 

ILLUSTRIOUS  Peer,  whofe  gallery  glows 
With  anceflors  in  lengthen'd  rows, 
Equal  in  honour  and  renown 
To  the  firft  monarch  on  a  throne; 
Great  patron  of  the  humble  bard, 
His  glory,  ornament,  and  guard, 
For  once  indulge  a  ftranger's  claim,  -j 

Content  on  thine  to  graft  his  name,  r 

And  by  reflection  borrow  fame. 

B  By 


2  POEMS. 

By  different  roads,  as  paffion  fires, 
Mankind  to  happinefs  afpires: 
Thus,  at  Newmarket's  funny  plain, 
Fearlefs  of  danger  or  of  pain, 
Their  fov'reign  blifs  fome  fondly  place 
In  the  fhort  pleafures  of  the  race-, 
Where  pofl  well  turn'd  and  rivals  beat, 
Immortalize  the  glorious  heat; 
And  M — H,  adorn'd  with  vigor's  crown, 
Thinks  Heav'n  itfelf  a  lefTer  boon* 

Far  from  the  fons  of  care  and  ftrife, 
Bufied  in  fchemes  of  rural  life; 
Whofe  gen'rous  foul  for  friendfhip  form'd. 
With  ev'ry  focial  paffion  warm'd; 
With  melting  eye  who  views  diftrefs* 
Unhappy  when  he  can't  redrefs; 
Whether  the  plowman's  chearful  toil, 
Or  bounty  of  paternal  foil, 
Exprefs'd  in  grateful  crops  of  grain, 
That  laughing  crown  or  hill  or  plain; 
Or  faithful  hound  of  Ikill  to  rouze 
The  otter  from  his  native  ooze  5 


Or 
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Or  angler's  ftiller  arts  employ, 
His  peaceful  hours  in  folid  joy : 
Thus  in  retirement  greatly  bleft, 
Of  all  that  nature  alks,  pofTeft, 
Can  the  rude  mob's  tumult'ous  cries, 
Election-mouts  that  rend  the  fkies, 
Can  all  the  riches  of  a  throne, 
To  penfioners  and  place-men  known, 
Draw  SAMWELL  from  his  lov'd  retreat, 
In  parliament  to  take  a  feat? 

Regardlefs  or  of  fame  or  health, 
When  once  pofTeft  of  fav'rite  wealth, 
Inconftant  S — T,  profeffing  eafe, 
Tries  ev'ry  bounty  that  may  pleafe: 
Where  fplendid  feat,  ftud,  kennel,  wh~^re,  -j 

Befides  a  thoufand  megrims  more,  > 

Soon  diffipate  the  prefent  ftore. 

The  phantom  ftript  of  all  but  care 
By  the  grim  tyrant  auctioneer, 
In  fome  fequefter'd  lodge  obfcure, 
Hating  no  vice  but  being  poor, 

B  2  Expects, 


) 
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Expects,  fome  large  reverfion  fold, 
Shortly  to  fhine  again  in  gold. 

BL — K  in  Claybury's  friendly  made 
For  ev'ry  focial  pleafure  made; 
Stranger  to  frenzy  or  defpair, 
The  tradefman's  buftle,  mifer's  care; 
In  whom,  agreeably  combin'd, 
Each  property  to  pleafe  we  find, 
A  generous  heart  and  ample  mind ; 
His  friends  with  flowing  bumpers  plies, 
Ere  Phoebus  meafures  half  the  fkies ; 
Nor  finifh'd  thinks  the  jovial  night, 
But  by  the  purple  dawa  of  light. 

* 

GRANBY  delights  in  war's  alarms, 
The  cannon's  roar,  and  clafh  of  arms, 
The  rattling  drum  or  ihriller  fife, 
Rare  quinteflence  of  foldier's  life! 
While,  by  the  force  of  nature  led, 
Fond  mothers  curfe  the  fight  of  red, 

S — BY,  regardlefs  of  the  fair, 
And  ev'ry  other  fofter  care, 

Unmov'd 
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Unmov'd  by  hunger,  third,  or  cold, 
Nor  ev*n  by  pain  of  gout  controul'd; 
For  hounds  how  juflly  firft  in  fame  \ 
Brifldy  purfues  the  flying  gamej 
And,  ravifh'd  with  the  glorious  chace, 
Thinks  GEORGE'S  throne  a  fecond  place. 

//.• 

The  ivy-wreath,  fair  learning's  prize, 
Exalts  thee  ******  to  the  fkies; 
While  humble  bard,  in  breezy  grove, 
Where  nymphs  and  nimble  fatyrs  rove, 
If  but  the  tuneful  nine  confpire 
To  hail  him  matter  of  the  lyre, 
Contented  lives,  and  cheaply  bleft, 
Envies  not  BUTE  his  high  beheft: 
But  if  great  ***  condefcends 
To  rank  him  once  amongft  his  friends  j 
Loft  in  the  brightnefs  of  my  ray, 
Stars  in  their  orbs  lhall  fade  away. 


HORACE, 
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HORACE,    ODE    XXVI.    BOOK    III. 
IMITATED. 

Vixi  puellis  nnper  idoneus,  &c. 

I  Once  was  a  beau,  and  my  perfon  had  charms, 
My  blood  beating  brifkly  to  Cupid's  alarms; 
In  the  fervice  of  beauty,  a  champion  of  fame, 
By  vicYry  attended  wherever  I  came: 
But  now  crown'd  with  conqueft,  at  Venus's  (brine, 
Love-honours  and  trophies  I  freely  refign : 
Devoted  to  peace  near  the  billow- born  queert, 
Sufpended  my  enfigns  of  war  may  be  feen : 
Lac'd  hats  and  queue  wigs,  with  whole  fuits  of  rich 

cloaths, 

With  ruffles  and  rollers,  th'  artillery  of  beaus  $ 
And  a  full  Englim  ell  of  Toledo's  bed  fteel 
In  the  tip  of  the  mode  that  hung  down  to  the  heel; 
Dire  Panoply !  threat'ning  by  Cupid  its  prince 
War,  war  on  all  hearts,  that  mould  dare  a  defence, 

O  goddefs,  who  makeft  gay  LEIC'STER  thy  care* 
And  WILLOUGHBY  bleft  with  the  witty  and  fair, 

My 
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My  defertion  excufe,  and  believe  me,  dread  power, 
Now  ROSALIND'S  mine,  I'll  offend  thee  no  more: 
If  I  fhould,  then  to  puniih  the  breach  of  my  duty, 
Confine  me  for  life  •  •      in  the  arms  of  a  beauty. 


ON  A  COUNTRY  PARISH  CLERK. 

IN  harm  greeting  ftanzas  by  Tom  Sternhold  penn'd, 
Like  the  whetting  a  faw  from  beginning  to  end; 
In  dill  hardier  founds,  Sternhold's  harbinger  fays, 
Let  us  fing  juft  two  ftaves  to  God's  glory  and  praife. 

But  had  David  repented  in  no  better  metre, 
We  ftill  might  have  wanted  ev'n  Chrift  and  St.  Peter; 
Nor  thro'  thy  dull  medium,  had  cherubim  known, 
That  he  once  fung  in  ftrains  as  fublime  as  their  own: 
Then/ftun  us  no  longer  with  ekes  and  with  ays-, 
Thy  noife  and  his  nonfenfe  can  never  be  praife. 


v 


AN 
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AN    ENCOMIUM    ON    VIRTUE, 

VI R  T  U  E,  fweeter  than  the  light; 
Virtue,  more  than  fun- beam  bright ; 
Virtue,  paffing  all  degree, 
The  faireft  far  lefs  fair  than  thee: 
Calmer  than  the  calm  repofe 
Which  the  harmlefs  infant  knows: 
Happy,  happy  queen  of  peace, 
Endlefs  pleafure,  endlefs  eafe 
Dwell  with  Thee,  on  Thee  attend, 
To  abide  where  Thou  malt  fend : 
Balm  of  every  human  care, 
Sorrow,  ficknefs,  or  defpair: 
Source  of  all  that's  great  below, 
Perfection  of  perfection  Thou! 
Now  in  fortitude  expreft, 
I  fee  thee  fire  the  hero's  breaft: 
Keen  the  fword  that  Thou  haft  pointed, 
Great  the  chief  by  Thee  anointed : 
No  more  he  confents  to  fear, 
Whene'er  deaths  and  toils  appear: 


Deaths 

•I 
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Deaths  and  toils  for  Thee  he'll  meet, 
Deaths  how  pleafing,  toils  how  fweet ! 

Now  the  form  of  patience  wearing, 
Wrongs  and  ills  I  fee  Thee  bearing  j 
Retting  ft  ill  thy  gentle  head 
On  affli&ion's  iron  bed: 
Tears  delightful  bathe  thy  eyes, 
Pleafing  are  thy  very  fighs, 
Wafting  heav'nward,  every  prayer, 
S.ure  to  find  acceptance  there. 

What  would  fenjelefs  Folly  give, 
On.e  fuch  moment  to  receive  ? 
All  her  unendearing  fmiles, 
That  gay  varnifh,  that  beguiles 
In  dimpled  fallhood  outward  mown, 
To  the  penfive  heart  unknown,. 

Sometimes  in  dejection  meek, 
On  the  blufhing  virgin's  cheek, 
Thou  art  feen  with  crimfon  dye, 
Livery  of  modefly, 

C  Arm- 
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Arming  all  the  graces  there, 
Which  without  Thee  feeble  were. 

Oh!  whate'er's  thy  name,  with  Thee 
Dwells  our  whole  felicity: 
Who  has  Thee,  fecure  may  go 
O'er  burning  fands  and  frozen  fnow; 
Savages  fhall  homage  pay, 
Flames  divide  to  make  Thee  way. 

Thus  the  hungry  lion  flood 
Tame,  and  fpar'd  the  prophet's  blood; 
Thus  the  furnace,  feven  times  hot, 
All  its  fcorching  rage  forgot: 
Great  as  e'er  our  ills  may  be, 
Virtue,  all  fhall  yield  to  Thee: 
Or,  if  Virtue  want  a  friend, 
Hcav'n  mail  guardian  angels  fend. 


A  FA- 
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A       FABLE. 

IN  vain  the  crafty  angler  tries, 
With  baits  the  barbie  to  betray; 
For  me,  like  him,  has  Argus'  eyes, 

And  fcorns  to  be  his  eafy  prey: 
Th'  alluring  bait  with  fportive  tail 

She  ftrives  to  loofe  from  deadly  hook;  A 
But  if  her  wife  endeavours  fail, 

Jufl  taftes,  and  flies  to  neighboring  brook. 
Thus  happy  would  each  mortel  be, 

If  he  would  view  with  barbie's  eyes, 
Thro'  each  enchanting  pleafure  fee 

What  deadly  grief  beneath  it  lies. 
If  future  pains  and  certain  woe 

Be  clofely  link'd  with  preferit  joy, 
Let  him  the  pleafmg  bait  forgo,          r!  & 

Nor  gain  by  deadly  grief  a  toy. 
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THE     FIRST     PSALM, 

BLefs'd  is  the  man  who  flops  his  ears 
To  all  the  pleas  which  fin  prefers* 

And  eloquence  of  vice  •, 
Whofe  foot  the  dang'rous  path  declines, 
Where  wickednefs  applauded  mines, 
And  virtue's  force  defies  : 

erf      '/TfjfOYSloni  "mw  T3tt    ti  ;j£{ 

Where,  difciplin'd,  on  either  hand 
Large  troops  of  bufy  mockers  ftand, 

Andfcorners  croud  the  way; 
Whofe  impious  principles  afTail 
The  du&ile  foul,-  and  oft  prevail 

To  lead  the  heart  affray. 


Thrice  bleft  is  he  !  whofe  confcience  draws 
Its  blifs  from  great  Jehova's  laws, 

Its  happinefs  from  God  : 
Who  makes  his  worfhip  his  delight, 
And  exercifes  day  and  night 

Obedience  to  his  nod. 

r- 

Like 
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Like  trees  the  pregnant  ftrearri  befide^ 
Whofe  root,  with  moiflure  well  fupply'd, 

New  vigour  thence  derive, 
The  juft  fhall  flourifh,  bloom,  and  (hoot, 
And  in  due  feafori  yield  his  fruit, 

And,  multiplying,  thrive. 

Flufh'd  with  an  everlafting  green, 
His  leaf  to  lateft  times  be  feen 

In  verdure  all  its  own* 
On  all  he  does  lhall  wait  fuccefs  ; 
Profperity  his  conduct  blefs, 

And  all  his  labours  crown. 

Not  fuch  is  the  ungodly's  fate,  : 

Not  fuch  is  their  precarious  ftate, 

The  fport  of  every  blaft  ; 
JLike  chaff  before  the  wind  they  fly, 
Difpers'd  and  fcatter'd  thro'  the  fky  ; 

In  every  corner  caft. 

When  God  to  judgment  calls  mankind, 
Dafh'd  fhall  th'  ungodly  lag  behind, 


Afraid 
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Afraid  their  judge  to  view  ; 
And,  bammed  from  his  prefence,  go 
To  all  the  darker  fcenes  of  woe, 

In  endlefs  penitence  to  rue. 


THE   CXIV    PSALM. 

WHEN  IfraeFs  fons,  a  clofe-compacled  hoft, 
For  promis'd  realms  exchang'd  the  Memphian 

coaft, 

God  bow'd  the  heavens,  and  pleas'd  on  earth  to  reign, 
Pitch'd  his  pavilion  'midft  the  chofen  train. 

As  to  the  floods  his  fav'rite  tribes  he  led, 
The  ocean  faw,  and  in  confufion  fled ; 
On  either  hand  the  waves  divided  flood, 
And  walls  of  chryflal  ftaunch'd  the  broken  flood : 
Old  Jordan's  ftreams  confefs'd  a  fecret  force, 
And,  driving  upwards,  fought  their  diftant  fburce  : 
Enormous  mountains  tottering  to  their  bafe, 
Bounded  like  rams,  nor  knew  to  keep  their  place. 
Like  wanton  lambkins  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
The  little  hills  were  feen  to  fkip  and  play. 

What 


POEMS.  15 

"What  ails  thee,  fea  ?  what  fecret  impulfe  heaves 
Thy  troubled  depths,  and  thus  difturbs  thy  waves  ? 
Struck  by  th'  approach  of  what  myfterious  power 
Does  Jordan  upwards  trace  his  trembling  fhore  ? 
Why,  O  ye  mountains,  with  confufion  flruck, 
Skipp'd  ye  like  rams,  and  to  your  centres  fhook  ? 
Why,  O  ye  little  hills,  in  wild  amaze, 
Danc?d  ye  like  lambs,  and  ftarted  from  your  bafe  ? 

'TwasGod,  *twasGod,  th' obfequious depths  declare; 
Streams,  hills,  and  mountains  own  a  God  was  there ; 
Even  Jacob's  mighty  God,  at  whofe  decree 
Flints  teem  with  fprings,  and  rocks  difpenfe  a  fea. 


THE 
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THE    CXXXVII    PSALM 

WHere  fam'd  Euphrates,  with  triumphant  pride, 
Confcious  of  empire,  rolls  his  deep'ning  tide*; 
Pierc'd  with  the  taunts  of  our  infulting  foe, 
We  wept  in  all  the  bitternefs  of  woe-, 
With  tears  inceffant  fwell'd  thj  imperious  flream, 
For  Sion,  fuff'ring  Sion,  was  our  theme ; 
Fr-efh  in  our  minds  her  bleeding  image  rofe, 
And  deep  refkftion  heighten'd  all  our  woes. 

Our  harps,  e'er  while  with  fofteft  mufic  ftrung, 
Negledted  now,  on  plaintive  willows  hung  •, 
When  lo!  the  tyrant,  whofe  fuccefsful  fword 
Made  Sion  bow,  and  own  a  foreign  lord, 
Difdainful,  afk'd  a  tributary  fong, 
And  call'd  for  mufic  from  a  grief-tyjd  tongue : 
Swift  o'er  the  harp,  he  cries,  your  ringers 
And  bid  extatic  melody  afcend  ; 
Swift  let  the  notes  in  holy  raptures  rife, 
And  bear  the  foul  tranfported  to  the  fkies. 


But 
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But  how  ?  oh  !  how  ?  by  what  prevailing  art 
Can  mufic  vibrate  from  a  broken  heart  ? 
In  didant  climes  can  Sion's  children  raife 
Loud  fongs  of  joy,  and  fwell  the  note  of  praife  ? 

Alas !  too  deep  are  all  thy  wrongs  imprefi, 
And  grav'd  on'  living  tablets  in  my  bread  : 
Big  with  thy  forrows,  can  I  fweep  the  lyre 
To  tunes  of  mirth,  and  rapt'rous  drains  infpire  ? 

If  ever  my  perfidious  foul  forgoes 
Its  love  to  Thee,  nor  thinks  on  Sion's  woes ; 
If,  flufh'd  with  pleafure,  and  with  mirth  elate, 
I  ceafe  to  think  on  thy  difad'rous  fate, 
May  torpid  pains  o'er  my  right  hand  prevail, 
And  every  treach'rous  nerve  contracted  fail : 
My  double  tongue  let  endlefs  filence  chain, 
No  more  to  warble  the  harmonious  drain, 
But  mute  its  bafe  ingratitude  atone, 
Or  only  fpeak  to  make  its  bafenefs  known. 

But,  Lord,  forget  not  how  fell  Edom  cry'd, 
Down,  down  with  Sion,  crufh  her  hauphty  pride; 


D 


Low 
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Low  as  the  earth  lay  ev'ry  lofty  mound, 
And  pull  heaven-built  bulwarks  to  the  ground  * 
O'erturn  her  towers,  erate  her  boafled  wall, 
And  .let  the  nations  triumph  in  her  fall. 

O  impious  city!  with  fuccefs  how  curft! 
One  confhant  fcene  of  cruelty  and  luft ! 
How  happy  he !  who  mall  in  after-times 
Reward  thy  rudenefs,  and  revenge  thy  crimes ; 
Whofe  foul,  indignant  of  its  chains,  mall  burn 
And  every  act  of  cruelty  return; 
"Who,  flung  with  anger,  with  refentment  fir'd* 
By  heav'n  affifted,  as  by  heav'n  infpir'd; 
On  pointed  rocks  dam  thy  devoted  race, 
Nor  leave  a  fingle  footftep  of  their  place* 


Quare 


o 
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Quare  triftis  es  anima  mea,  &c. 


PSALM    XLII.    VERSE    6. 
i  ^ttllBaf  Wli  ^*Nl*vfr6  a  3  J  H  U  O  H 

WHY,  O!  my  foul,  with  black  defpair 
No  more,  no  morel 
Thefe  gloomy  cares  give  'o'er  I     rbiV 
It  was  but  earthly  treafure  at  the  beft; 
Then  unconcern'd  this  trifftrig  lofs  fuflain, 
Since  from  the  mock  we  this  great  leflbn  gain. 
That  life's  a  dream,  and  all  its  pleafures  vain. 
*£M*r  fa 
IL 


ain,  >• 

lin.        fit*} 


Seek  then,  my  foul,  in  HeavVs  bright  realms  to  mine, 

No  pleafure  here, 

In  this  dull  fphere 

Deferves  a  figh,  or  even  a  thought  of  thine  5 
But  when  affliction  points  her  ftorms  at  me,  ^ 

Let  God  the  rock  of  my  falvation  be,  5" 

Who  all  my  griefs  (hall  crown  with  immortality.       •* 
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THE    AFFLICTED    CHRISTIAN'S 
HYMN. 

:•:.•:  fr"-&&a&^-&JB:-M:£  A  8  ci 

TR  O  U  B  L  E  D  on  all  fides,  not  diftrefs'd, 
Perplex'd  without  difpair; 
Tho'  perfecuted,  yet  flill  blefs'd 
With  HeavVs  peculiar  care. 


I  '  *rdi  II. 

'    <ftk;3  «-JRtj|  %%;i^  aid:-  aw  >'jorfi  srh  r.-.ra 
Caft  down  and  chafl'ned,  yet  not  kilPd 

With  all  our  load  of  woes  •, 
Tho'  poor,  with  greater  riches  filPd 
Than  all  this  world  beftows. 


III. 

.  '  yisdql  Hub  eirh  ni 

As  forrowful,  yet  full  of  joy, 

As  ftrangers,  yet  well  known  > 
4nd  tho*  we  daily  feem  to  die, 

'Tis  we  that  live  alone. 


I 


IV.     Afflic- 
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IV. 

Afflictions  on  the  righteous  wait, 

Kind  angels  of  God's  love-, 
And  death  iticlf  is  but  the  gate 

To  endlefs  life  above. 


js 


Prudens  futuri  temporis  exitum 

Caliginofa  no6te  premit  Deus.  HOR 


F 


I. 


OND  foul,  forbear, 
Nor  hope  your  prayer 
Can  fcale  Heav*n's  battlements,  and  reach  his  ear. 
His  wifdom  great 
Had  n't  been  complete, 
Did  not  our  laft  tremendous  period  lie 
Deep  in  th'  unfathom'd  gulf  of  dark  obfcurity. 


II.     The 
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II. 

The  failor,  fafe  from  ftormy  feas, 
Wholly  refigns  himfelf  to  eafe : 
His  thoughtlefs  breaft 
No  cares  moleft: 

No  dread  of  future  voyage  breaks  his  deep,, 
Nor  fancy sd  terrors  of  his  foundering  fhijx 

III.. 

j^suU  -af-Xt  -i'^q  Mioa^jca^iLO 

Thus  the  firm  foul,  uncertain  of  its  flay, 
Each  hour  expecting  to  be  calPd  away, 
Seizes  the  fleeting  moments  as  they  glide; 
Celeftial  peace,  Elyfian  joy, 
Its  bufy  thoughts  alone  employ; 
And  all  the  world's  gay  trifles  laid  afide, 
Is  ever  ready,  ever  on  the  wing 
To  join  the  heav'nly  hoft,  and  hallelujah's  fing;. 

.»TI^1J  Jhl  IL'C  1C.I 

.     .  Tior  aVn:.;  *rh  ni 


THE 
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THE    RESURRECTION. 

;&V-  ^T^Um^V^n^rtr^H^^OTW-^Maw  rirfW 
A       POEM. 

Occafioned  by  a  View  of  the  Paintings  in  Queen's 
,-p  College  Chapel,  Oxford. 

WHERE  rais'd  on  high  a  venerable  fane 
Collects  Philippa's  fons,  a  learned  train, 

The  painter's  flowing  hand,  with  vaft  defign. 

Has  taught  the  animated  glafs  to  fhine. 

Full  on  its  breathing  furface  {land  difplay'd 

Celeftial  forms  in  majefly  array 'd  -, 

Whilft  mortals  from  their  long,  long  trance  arife, 

And  meet  their  awful  Judge  with  trembling  eyes. 
^bfiL'O*;  ?r.ci*!r*?  :.-. 'bnA_ 

Aid  me,  O  mufe,  thy  filler  art  to  trace, 

And  like  the  colours  glow  the  raptur'd  lays; 

Of  the  great  theme,  like  them,  expreffive  rife, 

Leave  the  dull  earth,  and  emulate  the  ikies. 

Refolv'd  to  fhadow  out  a  finifh'd  draught, 
Far  as  Time's  bound  the  artift  flretch'd  his  thought 

To 
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To  that  dark  point  wrapt  in  the  fecret  womb 
Of  deep  futurity's  unfathom'd  gloom, 
When  wide  its  terrors  the  laft  trump  mall  fpread, 
And  with  amazement  fill  the  awaken'd  dead, 
Rapt  like  Apollo's  pried,  his  heaving  breaft 
In  fancy  fees  the  wond'rous  fcene  confeft-, 
His  pencil  copies  what  his  thoughts  furvey, 
And  catches  all  the  bufmefs  of  the  day. 

rt&  rtfeboov  ja  ifeM  no -fctan  x  £  S  ti  T  'j 
See  firft  immortal  pleafure  in  their  eye, 
The  heav'nly  hoft  with  fplendour  fill  the  fky, 
Their  joyful  hands  triumphant  branches  hold, 
And  on  each  forehead  beams  a  crown  of  gold  \ 
Drawn  out  along  the  wide  ethereal  road 
In  bright  array,  they  fpeak  th'  approach  of  GOD. 


And  now,  the  fignal  given,  the  clarions  round, 
Blown  by  th'  arch-angel's  mighty  breath,  refound ; 
All  nature  trembles  at  the  piercing  blaft, 
And,  as  transfixt,  pale  mortals,  ftand  aghaft. 
Ev'n  the  cold  dead  the  direful  fummons  take, 
Start  in  their  tombs,  and  from  their  prifons  break \ 
Whether  in  ftormy  feas  they  found  a  grave, 
Loud  booming  o'er  their  heads  the  gulphy  wave, 

Or 
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Or  fearching  deep  in  mines  for  noxious  ore 
Far  from  the  realms  of  light,   return'd  no  more. 
Inftant  they  hear  :  inform'd  with  wonted  heat, 
Each  moulder'd  atom  takes  its  former  feat  : 
The  fcatter'd  members,  to  their  ftations  true, 
Range  into  order,  and  their  tafks  renew. 


See  how  the  lab'ring  womb  of  fertile  earth 
Groans  with  the  burden  of  a  fecond  birth  ! 
Unnumber'd  millions  fpring  to  light  again, 
And  thronging  bodies  (talk  along  the  plain. 
So  when  the  Leader  of  the  chofen  feed 
O'er  ftubborn  Egypt  ftretch'd  his  vengeful  reed, 
Quick  to  his  hand  th'  obedient  pefl  repair, 
And  fwarms  of  locufts  darken  all  the  air. 

But  whence  yon  deluge  of  refulgent  light 
Rufhing,  refiftlefs,  on  the  aching  fight? 
Begirt  with  power  and  majefly  fevere, 
Triumphant  fee  the  filial  God  appear  ! 
In  full  ten  thoufand  radiant  glories  dreft, 
And  all  the  Father  in  the  Son  expreft, 
He  comes  fublime  upon  the  wat'ry  bow 
Whilft  worlds  conven'd,  expect  their  doom  below. 

E  And 


O 


M      S. 


And  is  this  he,  who,  vers'd  in  fcenes  of  woe, 
Felt  every  grief  unhappy  mortals  know  ? 

% 

Who  in  the  Hall  repos'd  his  infant  head, 
And  on  the  crofs  in  dying  anguifti  bled  ? 
How  chang'd  he  feems  !  how  alter'd  is  his  mien  ! 
Not  one  dull  relic  of  the  mortal  feen  ! 
Crown'd  with  the  honours  of  his  native  fky, 
The  Man  is  fwallow'd  in  the  Deity. 

!  nr  .  &  to  rt^bTL'd  twb  Ai  i  -r  ?  «~  r,  r/i  O 

Mark  how  the  guilty  nations  fhrink  with  fear, 
And,  fhivering,  view  the  ftern  avenger  near  ! 
Their  inward  feelings  on  each  brow  we  trace, 
And  their  rack'd  foul  comes  rufhing  thro*  their  face. 

O  !  with  what  joy  the  wretches  now  would  bear 
Whole  years  of  pain  to  breathe  the  vital  air  ; 
To  live  their  precious  moments  o'er  again, 
And  warn'd,  the  fatal  paths  of  vice  refrain  ! 
But  ufelefs  flow  their  tears  •,  in  vain  their  fighs, 
Their  angry  God  the  lavifh'd  boon  denies. 

:  note  }fl*iii>n  biulfiorfi  rr,r  Uulf  nl  • 

Far  different  paffions  move  the  righteous  band  ; 
In  fearlefs  confidence  ferene  they  (land  : 


On 
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On  their  Redemer  fix  their  guiltlefs  eyes, 

And  in  full  hope  enjoy  the  promis'd  fkies. 

Now  foaring  high,  in  crowds  they  wing  their  way 

To  the  bright  regions  of  immortal  day ; 

Whence  they  behold,  with  retrofpeftive  view, 

What  ftorms  of  wrath  the  fons  of  fin  purfue : 

For  lo !  in  piercing  agonies  of  heart, 

To  dire  abodes  of  horror  they  depart. 

Behind,  with  vengeful  arm,  an  angel  rears 

His  flaming  fword,  and  thunders  in  their  ears ; 

Drives  them  for  ever  from  the  realms  of  light 

Down  the  dark  precipice  to  endlefs  night  : 

With  hideous  jaws  wide  gapes  the  deep  abyfs, 

While  all  around  tremendous  furies  hifs. 

Methinks  I  fee  the  vaft  infernal  pool 

With  black  malignant  ftreams  of  fulphur  roll, 

In  livid  tides  the  furging  billows  flame, 

And  all  hell's  rage  clings  round  the  writhing  frame. 

Thrice  happy  art !  which,  bounteous  to  mankind, 
At  once  delights  and  rectifies  the  mind. 
Still  may  the  wond'rous  piece  in  glory  live, 
And  all  the  rude  effects  of  chance  furvive  ! 

E  2  With 
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With  pious  terrors  awe  the  times  to  come, 
And  oft  remind  them  of  their  future  doom, 
That  when  in  real  pomp  the  JUDGE  appears, 
Bold  they  may  rife  and  mount  the  ftarry  fpheres. 


ODE    TO    SOLITUDE. 


O!  Solitude,  to  thy  bleft  feat 
Repair  the  ferious,  fage,  and  good 
A  blefiing  by  the  vain  and  great 
111  underftood. 


IL 


The  world's  a  friend  of  dang'rous  caft, 

Whofe  fnares  at  firft  we  cannot  fee  $ 
But  fiatter'd,  tir'd,  deceiv'd,  at  laft 
We  fly  to  thee. 


To 
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x 

III. 


To  thee  along  the  lonely  vale 

Affli&ed  VIRTUE  pours  her  grief, 
And,  like  the  mournful  nightingale. 
Finds  fome  relief. 

IV. 

To  thee  the  love-lorn  dove  complains 
On  yon  fequefter'd  fhady  pine ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  tell  her  heart-felt  pains, 
Refembling  mine, 


V. 


How  blefl  the  man  whofe  envied  lot 

Is  far  from  cities  noife  and  ilrife, 
Who  leads  in  lowly  flraw-built  cot 
A  quiet  life. 


Bled! 
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VI. 

Bleft !  who  in  groves  his  care  beguiles, 
And  fpends  his  fludious  hours  •, 
Or  in  the  walks  where  Nature  fmiles, 
Or  fhady  bowers. 

VII. 

O !  teach  me,  Heav'n,  fuch  fcenes  to  love, 

Meat,  labour,  eafe,  with  moderation, 
And  what  the  mind  will  much  improve, 
Self-converfadon. 

VIII. 

Unhappy  he  !  whofe  public  cares, 

Or  private  crimes  are  numerous  grown ; 
Who  either  cannot,  or  who  fears 
To  be  alone. 


O  N 
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"*&  '•! 

ON    SELF-COMPLACENCY    AND 
RURAL    CONTENTMENT. 

-vrfro^>4  ^xraTitol-  riDirlW 

IN  every  foil  fome  happinefs  we  find, 
Some  fav'rite  object  to  engage  the  mind. 
The  cottage  fwain  as  folid  pleafure  feels, 
As  lords  with  fifty  fervants  at  their  heels. 
The  village-tutor,  keeping  youth  in  awe, 
Is  great  as  CAESAR,  giving  kingdoms  law. 
Behold !  the  wealthy  merchant  counting  o'er 
His  gains  imported  from  the  Indian  more : 
With  equal  pride,  and  with  as  thoughtful  brows, 
The  grazier  counts  the  profit  of  his  cows  •, 
While  on  his  tongue  th*  attentive  vaftry  hang, 
And  wait  the  fentence  of  his  fage  harangue. 
The  dext'rous  farmer,  fettling  parifh  rates, 
Thinks  himfelf  great  as  PELHAM  in  debates. 
Each  mean  mechanic,  with  elated  heart, 
Prefumes  for  praife  from  his  refpeclive  art ; 
Let  WREN  or  JONES  fame  more  extenfive  raife, 
Yet  he  can  fill  his  little  orb  with  praife. 
The  courtly  belles  their  greateft  bleflings  call 
A  gay  afTembly,  or  a  birth-night  ball. 

Far 
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Far  humbler  joys  fhall  PHYLLIS  happy  make, 

A  CKriflmas  gambol,  or  a  country  wake ; 

To  her,  from  hence,  each  high-wrought  rapture  flows, 

Which  dear  Vaux-hall  or  Ranelagh  bellows. 

Me,  nurfling  of  the  nine,  the  mufe  infpires. 
And  in  my  bofom  kindles  gentle  fires : 
To  POPE'S  unequal  tho'  my  numbers  flow, 
Thy  laurels,  POPE,  I  afk  not  for  my  brow; 
Content  alone  if  blooming  CHLOE  deigns 
To  give  attention  to  my  humble  ftrains, 

O  let  me  then  to  fylvan  fcenes  retire, 
Invoke  the  mufe,  and  firing  the  tuneful  lyre ! 
Long  may  I  haunt  hills,  vallies,  groves,  and  fields, 
And  tafte  each  pleafure  which  the  country  yields ! 
There  let  my  mind  with  various  themes  be  fraught, 
Whilft  blooming  nature  helps  the  teeming  thought, 
There  mourn  BRITANNIA'S  blaflcd  wreaths,  or  plan 
A  moral  le&ure  for  the  good  of  man. 

'Twas  thus  VALERIUS,  in  his  cool  retreat, 
Gave  rules  of  wifdom  to  defend  the  flate ; 


Thus 
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Thus  SCIPIO  fchemes  of  public  honour  laid, 

And  form'd  new  triumphs  in  the  peaceful  lhade.  0  ". 

Let  others  then,   amidil  the  buftling  crew, 
Vaft  fchemes  of  wealth  and  grandeur  ftill  purfue : 
Let  others  quit  their  home,  and  place  their  joys 
In  crouded  courts,  in  cities,  pomp,  and  noife : 
APOLLO'S  vot'ries,  far  retir'd  from  ftrife, 
Approve  the  calmnefs  of  a  rural  life ; 
Joy,  felf-fufficient,  fills  each  humble  bard, 
Whofe  mule's  virtue  is  a  full  reward. 


T  O 
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TO    MR.    ******    BELL-FOUNDER 
AND    CHIME-MAKER. 

SINCE  you,  good  Sir,  (whofe  fame  each  country 
tells 

For  founding,  hanging,  and  attuning  bells) 
Since  you  to  them  adjufl  harmonious  chimesj 
Soft  artful  echo  of  the  poet's  rhimes, 
The  mufe,  in  verfe,  with  pleafure  mall  relate 
Thy  art,  afliftant  both  to  church  and  flate. 

She  means  not,  Sir,  her  time  and  praife  to  wafte 
On  tinkling  hand-bells  of  inferior  caft, 
What  STENTOR  rings,  with  gravity  of  phyz, 
To  ufher  in  the  importance  of  "  O  yes :" 
Nor  thofe  which,  jingling  from  the  foremoft  load, 
Chear  each  flow- footed  pack-horfe  on  the  road ; 
Nor  thofe  that  ring  a  thoufand  times  a  day, 
Whom  waiters,  maids,  and  footmen  all  obey. 

\     j 

Far  nobler  themes  I  fing  -,  the  lofty  power 
Of  found,  from  yon  old  venerable  tower, 

Which. 
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Which  in  loud  clangor  rends  the  echoing  air 
When  happy  DAMON  weds  the  blooming  fair, 
Or  furious  BRITONS  on  th'  embattled  plain, 
Vanquifh'd  their  foes,  the  field's  great  mailers  reign. 

When  Roman  heroes,  with  the  fpoil  of  wars, 
Approach'd  the  city  in  triumphant  cars, 
While  gladfome  peans  hail'd  the  glorious  day, 
And,  frefh- cull' d  flowers  beflrew'd  the  public  way; 
Had  bells  but  rung,  complete  had  been  their  joys,. 
And  fuller  fhouts  of  triumph  rent  the  fkies. 

Ev'n  fancy  now  brings  to  my  ravim'd  ears 
Notes  like  the  fabled  mufic  of  the  fpheres : 
Hark  !  they  come  floating  on  each  fpreading  gale 
DownTvBER's  flream,  thro'  all  the  neighbouring  vale: 
From  JOVE'S  high  CAPITOL  how  flrong  the  found  ! 
And  ROME'S  feven  hills  re-echo  all  around. 

Tho'  nice  divifions  fiddles  boaft ;  the  harp 
Abounds  with  {brings,  whofe  notes  are  flat  and  fharp', 
Tho'  various  flops  the  folemn  organ  grace, 
The- fprightly  treble,  and  majeftic  bafe; 

F  2  Yet 
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Yet  fay  what  bafe,  what  treble  can  excel 

The  chearful  matin*,  or  the  funeral  knell ? 

What  note  like  that  which  founds  from  PAUL'S  high 

dome  ? 
What  diapazon  like  the  mighty  TOM  ? 

Nor  lefs  have  bells  our  pafiions  at  command 
Than  vocal  choir,  or  inftrumental  band : 
When  the  deep  found  tolls  (low  o'er  folemn  biers, 
See  pity  droops,  and  forrow  fheds  her  tears : 
But  whene'er  gay  feftivities  draw  nigh. 
And  happy  feafons  call  forth  public  joy, 
What  notes  more  lively  can  our  fenfes  know 
Than  the  loud  changes  of  the  bells  at  Bow  ? 
Which,  tho'  the  ears  of  city-fops  they  (hock, 
Chear  ev'ry  porter  lolling  on  his  block ; 
And  thence  convey'd  along  the  bordering  dreams, 
Rejoice  each  village  on  the  banks  of  THAMES. 

When  bells  hail  in  great  CESAR'S  natal  day, 
When  ev'ry  village,  ev'ry  town  is  gay, 

*  Viz.  The  bell  that  rings  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

On 
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On  market-hills  when  crackling  bonfires  blaze, 
Whilft  every  flreet  rebellows  with  huzzas. 
Then,  then  our  fouls  true  patriot  pleafure  feel^ 
As  each  high  turret  gives  the  joyful  peal ; 
In  ev'ry  tavern  honeft  healths  go  round, 
And  JACOBITES  grow  loyal  ev'n  by  found. 

Let  HANDEL  play,  and  FRASI  charm  the  fair 
With  opera  fongs  and  foft  Italian  air  ; 
Our  country  fwains  with  greater  pleafure  hear 
Fam'd  Gog-ma-gog,  old  Doubles,  and  Grandfeer-, 
Which  while  they  ring  fonorous,  clear,  and  fweet, 
The  face  of  commerce  fmiles  along  the  flreet  •, 
Their  merry  rounds  ev'n  fome  refrefhment  yield 
To  toiling  hufbandry  amidft1  the  field. 

Let  fkilful  Germans  with  their  hands  and  feet 
Still  play  their  chimes,  and  labour  flill  and  fweet : 
Far  more  the  barrel  does  our  wonder  move, 
Which  flrikes  the  hammers  on  the  bells  above. 
Taught  thus  with  founds  melodious  to  prolong 
PLAYFORD'S  grave  pfalm,  or  PURCELL'S  tuneful  fong. 


No 
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No  longer  ALBION,  for  the  time  to  come, 
Shall  raife  her  armies  by  the  beat  of  drum  ; 
Her  youth  but  coldly  mind  what  captains  lay 
Of  pleafant  quarters,  or  of  preterit  pay  •, 
But  when  they  hear,  in  notes  exalted  higher, 
"  BRITONS  ftrike  home"  from  yonder  facred  fpire  ; 
Their  fpirits  kindling  at  the  martial  fong, 
Rum  furious  to  revenge  their  Country's  wrong. 
In  vain  a  filler  bids  her  brother  flay, 
Invents  in  vain  new  caufes  of  delay. 
In  vain  the  mother  would  her  fon  detain, 
And  black-ey'd  SUSAN  fheds  her  tears  in  vain. 
See  the  brave  lads,  whilfl  brighter  glory  charms, 
Refiftlefs  break  from  their  oppofing  arms ; 
Chearful  to  war  in  burning  climes  they  run, 
As  if,  the  labour  of  the  harvefl  done, 
They  meant  themfelves  a  while  but  to  regale 
With  merry  dancing,  and  with  cakes  and  ale.. 

Nor  here  forget  the  pious  founder's  Care, 
When  notes  difcordant  flrike  ths  offended  ear  •, 
Soon  as  the  inconfiflent  founds  are  known, 
He  pares  off  all  excrefcences  of  tone. 


Studious 
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Studious  examines  all,  till  all  agree, 
Note  following  note  in  truefl  harmony. 

Thus  bards  retrench  each  rough  poetic  draught, 
And  lop  off  all  redundancy  of  thought ; 
Correcting  long  what  they  had  wrought  too  foon, 
Smooth  each  harm  line,  and  chip  'em  into  tune. 

Proceed,  great  man !  whofe  fam'd  mechanic  hand 
Works  wond'rous  fervice  to  thy  native  land  5 
Proceed  !  'till  chimes,  by  thy  aufpicious  art, 
Raiic  nobleft  paftions  in  each  Britifh  heart : 
Proceed  !  'till  fqueamim  Schifmatics  fhall  deign 
To  hear  their  founds,  nor  think  their  mufic  vain  -y 
No  longer  bells  with  Popery  condemn, 
But,  tun'd  to  peace,  learn  harmony  from  them. 
Hence  village  fwains  thy  bells  and  fame  fhall  raife,  -\ 
The  mufe  you  aid  fhall  chime  in  grateful  lays, 
And  every  town  ring  loudly  of  thy  praile. 


CLAS- 
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CLASSICAL    PHILOSOPHY. 

A        VISION, 
Quid  verum  atque  decens  euro  &  rogo,  &c.       HOR. 

*  T~)  APT  into  ages  pafl,  when  wifdom  rear'd 
A  V    Her  facred  head,  by  human  kind  rever'd, 
Sudden  upborn  on  fancy's  wing  I  flew, 
And  earth  retiring,  dy'd  upon  the  view ; 
Loft  in  blue  mifts  huge  mountains  ftole  away, 
Seas,  forefts,  plains  in  one  dim  profpect  lay. 
Boundlefs  her  operations,  the  free  mind 
Thro'  fpace  unmeafur'd  travels  unconfin'd; 
Quick  as  young  fun-beams  darts  her  agile  pow'r 
Thro'  countlefs  ages  as  a  fingle  hour ; 
With  equal  eafe,  ftill  active,  loves  to  rove, 
To  depths  beneath,  or  brighter  fcenes  above : 
From  worlds  to  worlds  with  wings  unwearied  flies, 
Or  bids  at  pleafure  new  creations  rife : 
A  grove  appeared  with  folemn  verdure  crown'd, 
And  reverential  filence  dwelt  around  j 

Awful 
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Awful  the  place,  for  meditation.  mad^i  : 

Eternal  laurels  fpread  a  learned  ibade: 

High  rofe  a  portico  with  decent  ftate,    ;   iw  rljtm  ^H 

Plain  was  the  ftnu'dhire,  but  with  plainnefs  nesat 

Here  wifdomVfons,  long  fince  from  earth 

At  length  enjoy.'d  the  fweet  retreat  they  lo 

Some  glorious  realm  it  feem'd  of  happier  days,  .  'W 

Where  virtue  all  her  golden  fcenes  difplays.: 

Some  fafer  dime  beneath  a  better  fun.    '>  ^poH 

As  free  from  folly  as  to  vice  .tmknown  ;  '   -;CI 

Like  that  where  fages  preach'd  "all  cares  fliould  ceafe, 

Loft  in  calm  joys  and  pure  Elyfian  peace." 

Here  feet  or  variance  are  in  one  combin'd, 

Like  friends,  with  Stoics  Academics  join'd;   :r?A 

In  mutual  amity  their  days  they  fpend, 

Wifdom  their  ftudy,  Happinefs  their  end, 

J-T      ."jft^-ft  :  •        -?j^h  2jH 

Here  with  (harp  eye  the  SAMIAN  *  fage  defcry'd 
How  in  their  orbs  celeftial  bodies  glide  : 
Anon  to  morals  the  difcourfe  inclin'd, 
To  purge  from  grofs  impurities  the  mind  > 

*  Pythagoras, 

G  To 
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To  clear  the  mifts  that  clou4  th*  internal  eye  % 

And  mortals  raife  to  immortality 

By  truth  with  adoration  juft  rever'd, 

And  free  beneficence  on  all  conferred : 

No  fubtle  rules  his  principles  comprife* V 

Extravagantly  great,  and  wildly  wife. 

While  with  ftrong  thought  and  rude  unbounded  force, 

Bold  he  aflerts  the  foul's  eternal  courfe, 

How  other  forms  on  the  fame  eflence  wait^'*-;t  t>fn< 

Deathlefs  her  nature,  variable  her  fate; 

Intent  without  reply  his  audience  ftay'd, 

And  reverence  in  implicit  filence  paid. 

?  rrr  softmsv 10  frJt  onH 
Not  far  remote  the  brave  ATHENIAN*  ftood : 
Supremely  wife,  and  amiably  good : 
Calm  was  his  accent,  affable  his  mien, 
His  afpect  firm,  fevere,  and  yet  ferene. 
"  Know  then  thyfelf,"  the  modeft  fage  began,-;:>H 
Prefume  not  nature's  myfleries  to  fcan  :  wo  El 

Let  Man  thy  fludy,  Reafon  be  thy  guide  \  ^a 
Know  happinefs  with  virtue's  near  allied. 

*  Socrates. 

Leave 
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Leave  the  vain  fearches  of  chimeras  dead, 
Of  fiery  Typhons,  or  the  Gorgon's  head. 
Fathom  thy  own  dark  bofom ;  haply  there 
Monfters  more  fierce,  more  horrid  will  appear. 
Explore  thy  own  ftrange  being  j  if  here  ends 
Thy  leafe  of  life ;  or  further  it  extends  $ 
Renew'd  in  fome  bleft  ftate,  fome  world  unknown  ; 
Death  but  thy  reft,  thy  painful  journey  done. 
;y  |£0#htK7  vfazdi  w&i"bnow  cLi.  55^ ;  t-k>aw  3tb  ouiT 

Awe-ftruck,  a  while  with  pleas'd  aflent  I  ftood  •, 
Then  hail'd  the  judgment  of  the  Delphic  god; 
Not  that  fome  unfeen  genius  feem'd  to  rule,    niv  bnA 
And  prompt  the  grave  afTertions  of  his  foul ; 
But  deep  experience  by  long  pains  obtain'd, 
And  prudence  by  refle&ive  reafon  gain'd. 

:•:[  :.uin  7^1  OfiW 

Next  HE  *,  to  whom  in  Academus9  fhade, 
The  lift'ning  groves  a  charm'd  attention  paid, 
Began  his  mighty  precepts  to  unfold, 
Gaily  fublime,  and  elegantly  bold. 
Lcike  fome  young  eagle  ftraight  he  tow'rs  away, 
Vent'rous  his  flight,  and  mounts  to  meet  the  day. 

•  Plato. 
G  2  Deep 
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Deep  fccrcts  He  explores  :  how  one  vaft  foul 
Pours  thro'  the  world,  and  actuates  the  whole : 
How  fparks  ftruck  from  each  animal  infpire 
Celeflial.fparks  of  elemental  fire,  ^cm:!  ? 
How  flilLthe  youthful  foul  maintains  her  race, 
Her  permanence  all  time,  her  bounds  all  fpace^  :. 
Witk  ftrong  idea,  and  capacious  thought, 
Of  man,,  and  man's  dark  nature  much  he  taught; 
Thro  the  whole  maze  his  wond'rous  theme  purfuesa 
Nor  fmglc  parts,  but  all  united  views  s  Jk 
Shews  vice  in  horrid  portraiture  difplay'd, 
And  virtue  in  attractive  charms  array'd. 

^  L.  ">  Hfioi'J'J^fls  avjsi^  tiifj  jqnio iq  bnA 

There  the  great  STAGYRITE*  attentive  read>  ut)  3 
While  nature  all  her  my  flic  volumes  fpread  \ 
Who  her  nice  laws  with  reach  of  thought  maintain'd, 
And  all  by  fair  analyfis  cxplain'd  sdw  o*  ?*sF 
Connedlion,  order  clearly  flood  reveal'd ; 
EfFedl:  and  caufe  their  due  proportion  held. 


ZENO  his  rigid  'maxims  there  difclos'd  5 
pajbils  flood  difpos'd  j 

*  Ariftotle 

In 
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In  virtue's  caufe  their  fuffrage  all  unite, 
Severely  wife,  and  obftinately  right. 

••f$G  .en  i/rc'921  srf  II*  to  f£nt  on  03  mow 
CATO  was  there,  beyond  example  good, 
No  tool  of  ftate,  by  fortune  unfubdu'd  j 
Whofe  foul  fupreme,  infuperably  great, 
Look'd  with  contempt  on  C^SAR  and  on  fate  ; 
Refign'd  with  fecret  joy  this  painful  world, 
By  vice  opprefs'd  and  tyranny  controul'd. 

Here  SENECA,  with  fhort  exprefllve  force, 
Renew'd  the  tenets  of  his  grave  difcourfe. 
Of  conftancy  he  fpoke,  of  mutual  love, 
And  the  fierce  war  ungovern'd  paflions  mov&; 
Auguft  he  feem'd  in  Roman  majefly ; 
Ungrateful  NERO  Icfs  a  king  than  he. 

Laft  HE  *,  whofe  thunder  fhook  Rome's  Capitol, 
Declaim'd  5  his  ftyle  free,  pompous,  ftrong  and  full : 
•Graceful  his  gefture,  bold  his  look  appear'd, 
And  great  as  when  the  wondering  fathers  heard ; 

*  Tully. 

When 
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When  force  of  words  o'er  CAESAR'S  foul  prevailed, 
And  eloquence  was  crown'd  where  arms  had  faiPd. 
Sworn  to  no  feel,  of  all  he  feem'd  to  be, 
Free  as  the  genius  of  Rome's  liberty : 
Now  diving  deep  where  nature's  fecrets  lie, 
Now  of  immortal  Beings  reafoning.  high : 
Of  duty  now,  of  virtue,  happinefs  : 
What  rightly  we  abhor,  and  what  carefs  : 
Whence,  by  nice  feelings  warm'd,  the  foul  retires ; 
To  what  by  certain  inftinct  fhe  afpires. 
Content  or  pleafure,  which  our  chiefeft  end, 
Science  or  cafe,  to  which  our  views  fhould  tend : 
If  into  active  virtues  life  fhould  fly, 
Or  ftagnate  into  downright  apathy. 

Oh  glorious  theme !  philofophy  our  guide, 
Secure  we  fail  down  life's  tumultuous  tide : 
By  gufts  of  pafiion  when  at  random  borne, 
Cool  reafon  fleers  us,  and  fweet  calms  return ; 
Man  that  HE  LIVES,  the  boon  to  nature  owes; 
That  WELL  HE  LIVES,  philofophy  beftows. 


AN 
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AN    ADDRESS    TO    THE    SOUL. 
h*4&ho  'i.  ?)qi^d>d^wvr^ri»r^.^:ra»fq3co  «;;:cw  cM 

-  Totamque  infufa  per  artsus  !-w;. 
Mens  agitat  molcm  -  •'  '  Vinci.// 

::;;  ;in  :^i  ^rdbmsiid  noijorn  cT 

COME  then,  thou,  refllefs  tenant  of  this  breaft, 
My  foul  !  thou  bufy,  adtive,  trembling  gueft'T 
By  thy  own  impulfe,  that  thou  art  I  feel  •>  dl  s 
But  what,  or.  how,  or  where,  I  cannot  tell. 
No  fruitlefs  fearches  fhall  my  thoughts  employ, 
Contented,  bleft  in  this  that  I  enjoy.: 
Myflerious  fomething!  how  fhould  man  pretend  ;IT 
To  flate  thy  place,  thy  effence,  or  thy  end  ? 
Oh  great  enquiry  !  worthy  all  our  care, 
But  oh  great  maze,  where  all  who  enter,  err  : 
Where  wand'ring  fages  clos'd  the  feeble  eye, 
Of  nothing  certain,  but  uncertainty: 
Doubting  if  fire,  air,  ocean  gave  thee  birth, 
Or  heavenly  temper'd  fome  pure  feeds  of  earth  : 
If  bounded,  fixed,  determin'd  to  one  part  ; 
Throng'd  in  the  brain,  or  fluttering  in  the  heart  ; 
If  flowing  free  where  life's  warm  currents  roll 
In  purple  tides,  and  mixing  with  the  whole. 

Oh 
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Oh  vain  enquiry !  'tis  enough  for  thee 

To  feel  a  prefence  which  no  eye  can  fee,' 

No  words  explain  :  when  yet,  with  helplefs  cries, 

The  new-born  infant  teftifies  furprize  : 

When  nature  bids  our  being  firft  begin, 

To  motion  hazarding  the  nice  machine ; 

Thy  fecret  influence  teaches  to  explain, 

With  fmiles  or  fears,  the  fenfe  of  joy  or  pain, 

Ere  the  ilay'd  tongue,  in  native  filencc  bound, 

Burfts  its  ftrong  chains,  and  flruggles  into  found : 

When  yet  the  tender  eye  with  aching  fight 

Flies  fearful  the  ftrong  glare  of  troubling  light, 

Thou  taught'ft  the  pity-moving  hand  to  rear, 

And  fteal  fiom  hatred  an  unwilling  tear. 

Quick  throbs  the  heart,  by  thee  of  danger  warn'd: 
And  the  foft  blufh  is  into  palenefs  turn'd. 
Our  age  advanc'd,  ftill  fpreading  with  our  years, 
Thy  ruling  power  more  vifibly  appears : 
It  warms  our  courage,  wings  our  hopes  to  fly, 
And  dawns  with  beams  of  immortality : 
With  fenfe  of  honour  all  our  bofom  fires, 
Shudders  at  fhame,  and  to  itfelf  retires. 
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In  life's  ftill  morn,  in  noon's  meridian  heat, 
Or  when  witlj  age  at  evening  we  retreat ; 
Thro'  every  feafon  of  our  doubtful  day 
To  fafety,  virtue,  blifs  thou  point'ft  the  way. 

.  ,?*„,.,.,.   U-.  «.»,,"i  Afl*  «v«  .,'/..;,       '   *  vi  "\J    i     ir     S 

'.  '  JU  .'  / 

Oh !  may'ft  thou  long  within  this  breaft  refide, 
Prompt  all  its  a6tions,  ajl  its  motions  guide; ; 
Heal  all  its  frailties  with  informing  care, 
Hufh  into  peace  loud  paflion's  "ftormy  war. 
When  rul'd  by  thee,  to  life's  lad  verge  we  come, 
Difarm'd  are  all  the  terrors  of  the  tomb : 
No  fluttering  confcience  points  the  envenom'd  dart  ;. 
No  fecret  anguifh  rends  the  quivering  heart. 
Virtue,  fair  advocate,  to  heav'n  fhall  fpeed 
For  mercy,  there  with  fure  fuccefs  to  plead ; 
And  thou  releas'd  from  dull  mortality, 
In  triumph  malt  refume  thy  native  fky. 


H  NATURE 
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NATURE    THE    BEST    GUIDE. 

-V,  v^b  f.srfe.dodfa;^c;<x  10  rtchal  .TOY-  /oulT 

INFORM  me,  i-eafon,  fpark  of  heay'nly  birth,  .." 
Vouchfaf'd  benignly  to  the  fons  of  earth  ; 
Man's  wifeft  guardian,  counfellor,  and  friend, 
Without  theej  dqad  or  living,  to  no  end  ; 
Why  is  this  creature  form'd  to  high  command-, 
To  rule,  direct,  and  civilize  the  land  ?    ;c|,c:f 
With  parts  fublime,  and  mind  to  Heav'n  ally'd* 
So  oft  the  fcorn  of  all  the  world  beHde. 
So  mean,  fo  blind,  fo  abject,  fo  unbleft^>ah 
His  ways  a  riddle*  and  his  works  .a  jeft. 
Explain  the  caufe>  the  poilbn'd  fountain  (how, 
Whence  difcohtent  and  difappointment  flow; 
Whence  cenfure,  ridicule,  and  all  that  train 
That  vex  the  weak,  the.  wicked,  and  the  vain.      ;  *?T 
Is't  not  from  ram  contempt  of  nature's  ways  ? 
From  affectation  of  forbidden  praife  ? 
All  quit  their  fphere,  and  run  with  heedlefs  hafte 
To  roam  at  random  in  an  endlefs  wafte  •, 
'Till  taught  too  late,  the  wretched  pilgrims  mourn 
Their  wide  miftake,  and  figh  for  a  return. 


Loft 
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Loft  in  a  labyrinth  themfelves  have  made ; 
Benighted  in  their  own  reflected  (hade. 

One  path  there  is  fmooth,  eafy,  ftraight,  and  true, 
Which  nature  marks,  and  warns  us  to  purfue : 
Some  ufeful  quality  to  each  aflign'd, 
To  make  him  friend  or  father  of  mankind. 
But  obflinate  in  wrong,  we  blindly  prefs 
On  others  rights,  ingenious  to  trangrefs.; 
Forfake  the  circle  fafely  to  be  trod, 
And  leave  a  SURE  to  haunt  a  FANCIED  good. 

Say,  mould  the  bird  defign'd  in  air  to  fail, 
Attempt  the  flames,  muft  not  her  pinions  fail  ? 
Should  the  huge  ox,  ordain'd  to  crop  the  food 
Which  meadows  yield,  plunge  headlong  in  the  flood; 

•  '     - 

Or  leaping  forth,  old  ocean's  fcaly  race 
Forfake  their  element,  and  pant  on  grafs ; 
Muft  not  the  ONE  o'erpower'd  in  water  lie? 
The  OTHER,  void  of  moifture,  gape  and  die  ?- 
Thus  man  and  all  his  labours  are  deftroy'd, 
When  farther  than  his  proper  fphere  employ'd. 

H  2  Let 
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Let  nature  guide :  me  fows  the  goodly  feed  : 
Do  thou  but  cherim,  faireft  fruit  fucceed": 
Ne'er  thwart  her  tendency,  nor  ftrive  to  force 
Unwilling  plants  againft  their  natural  courfe : 
Tho'  bufy  art  extort  a  winter  flower, 
It  blooms,  is  nipt,  and  withered  in  an  hour. 
Confult ;  obey ;  enquire  of  her  thy  road, 
Surer  than  anfwers  of  the  Delphic  god : 
Ne'er  check  thy  fpeed  where'er  fhe  bids  thee  hade, 
Convinc'd  that  her  inftruclions  are  the  beft. 

Had  awful  VIRGIL  left  th5  infpiring  (hade, 
And  made  the  bufmefs  of  the  bar  his  trade, 
That  modefly  which  grac'd  the  POET'S  lays, 
Had  robb'd  the  ORATOR  of  half  his  praife. 

Or  hadft  thou,  POPE,  with  other  glory  fir'd, 
Some  other  fludies  than  thy  own  admir'd, 
Defpis'd  the  wreaths  Parnaflian  laurels  yield, 
And  widely  wander'd  from  the  POET'S  field ; 
With  harps  unflrung  the  facred  Nine  had  wept, 
And  round  thy  grot  eternal  mournings  kept ; 
Sorrowing  to  fee  their  Fav'rite  pafs  unprais'd, 
Nor  grace  that  mrine  by  Thee  fo  nobly  rais'd. 

Had 
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Had  TULLY,  form'd  to  prop  the  Roman  ftate, 
To  raife  each  paffion,  or,  when  rais'd,  abate ; 
To  warn  the  patriot,  or  the  martial  youth 
With  love  of  liberty,  and  zeal  for  truth ; 
To  rule  the  nations  with  the  power  of  words, 
Which  conquer'd  more  than  mighty  SCIPIO'S  fwords, 
Left  this  fair  province  for  the  foldier's  name, 
And  fought,  thro*  fields  of  blood,  laborious  fame ; 
The  erring  chief  had  wag'd  inglorious  wars, 
And  left  to  MURRAY  *  all  that  now  He  mares. 

Then  follow  nature,  with  the  current  fwim ; 
He  toils  in  vain  who  toils  againft  the  ftream  : 
She  teaches  Bards  to  raife  th'  immortal  fong, 
And  tunes  to  eloquence  the  pleader's  tongue; 
Weave's  with  eternal  green  the  Conqueror's  crown, 
And  gave  to  CAESAR  all  his  fword  e'er  won. 

*  Lord  Mansfield. 


ON 
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t"$*Tu   fI£v':"IGv'    !;.',!  C^O^C  tv^   .j  i     i  ,  .•.?').; 

ON    A    QJLJEEN    ANNE's    GUINEA. 

WHEN  Rome's  brare  fons  fome  godlike  deed 
had  done, 

Some  law  enacted,  or  fome  conquefl  won, 
The  glorious  good  fome  fculptur'd  medal  told, 
And  the  ftern  patriot  trkimph'd  all  in  gold. 


Great  ANNA,  worthy  of  a  Roman 
Her  adts  as  noble,  and  as  bright  her  fame, 
Looks  with  neat  modeft  majefty  enihrin'd, 
In  this  contracted,  narrow  orb  confin'd  : 
Not  here  defcrib'd,  what  volumes  fcarce  exprefs, 
GODOLPHIN'S  fchemes,  andMALB5ROUGHJs  vaftfuccefj. 

But  tho''  no  laurel  on  the  gold  be  found, 
No  favage  brow  with  ample  foliage  crown'd  ; 
No  drooping  captives,  and  no.  fields  of  war  ; 
No  long  proceflion  in  triumphant  car. 
Tho'  EUGENE'S  ftory  is  not  fculptur'd  here, 
Nor  Gallia  falling  by  Britannia's  fpear  ; 
I'd  rather  ANNA  than  a  CAESAR  fee  : 

s 

The  coin  that's  current  is  the  coin  for  me, 

ON 
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ON  THE  MILITARY   EXPLOITS  OF 
THE   MARQJJIS   OF   GRANBY. 

•\  i  '  2    J*  i  >.  •  '       -  -*•    ^  ^  *'  '~*  ^  *•*    •*        *^' 

i 

AS  PLUTO  once  to  his  afiembled  flate 
Complain'd,  that  death  had  been  remifs  of  late  •, 
Our  falling  grandeur,  adds  thj  infernal  king. 
Warns  us  to  arm  him  with  a  keener  fting. 


Then  let  him  lift,  the  gcner'l  council  cry'd, 
In  GEORGE'S  troops,  and  fight  by  GRANBY'S  fide. 
'Tis  done :  where  GRANBY  bids,  death  inftant  goes, 
And  peoples  Erebus  with  Albion's  foes. 


ON 
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ON       SUICIDE. 
A    THOUGHT    FROM    MARTIAL. 

v,«±^^!s°;:s,?'A 

WHEN  fate  in  angry  mood  has  frown'd, 
And  gather'd  all  her  ftorms  around, 

rra  IThe  flurdy  Romans  cry, 
The  great,  who'd  be  releas'd  from  pain, 
Falls  on  his  fword,  or  opes  a  vein, 

And  bravely  dares  to  die. 


II. 


But  know  •,  beneath  life's  heavy  load, 
In  (harp  affliction's  thorny  road, 

'Midft  thoufand  ills  that  grieve, 
Where  dangers  threaten,  cares  infeft, 
Where  friends  forfake,  and  foes  moleft, 

'Tis  braver  far  to  live. 


PRIDE 
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PRIDE    AND    POVERTY.!' 

;0H2!TH3vaA  wo>!  aaaia  HHT  io 

hie  vivimus  ambitiofa 

Paupertate  omnes,  — 


AL  L  beauteous  as  the  blufhing  morn 
Shines  CHLORIS  with  peculiar  grace  ; 
Ten  thoufand  pounds  her  fame  adorn, 
.   Ten  thoufand  charms  her  face. 

II. 

Tho'  poor,  yet  fine  as  IDA'S  queen, 
Patches  and  paint  CORINNA  tries, 

And  gay  in  drefs,  like  CHLORIS,  feen 

But  ah  i  no  wounded  STREPHON  dies ! 

HI. 
Thus  in  a  garden  does  the  rofe 

With  living  purple  meet  the  eye ; 
Whilft  a  vile  thiflle  near  it  grows, 
And  idly  boafts  as  rich  a  dye. 


ON 
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ON   THE  NUMEROUS   EXPOSITIONS 
OF  THE  BIBLE  NOW  ADVERTISED. 

IN  reading  the  Scriptures^  you'll  find  it  there  faid, 
JUDAS  ONCE,  and  NO  MORE,  his  Redeemer  betray'd: 
But  our  motley  tribe  of  modern  expounders, 
With  a  zeal  of  reforming  their  fore  fathers  blunders, 
In  treafon  and  knowledge  making  equal  advances, 
Sell  him  weekly  for  fix-pence  difguis'd  in  romances  •, 
While  the  reft  to  out-do,  arid  ftill  add  to  the  lumber, 
ST — CH  hawks  him  about  at  three-pence  per  numberj 
Fulfilling  what  PAUL  thro'  the  fpirit  beheld, 
"  Chrift  afrefh  mould  be  mam'd,    and  the  Gofpel  * 

"  repeal'd :" 

Worfe  traitors  than  JUDAS  ;  in  this,  that  not  one 
Repents,  like  poor  JUDAS,  of  what  he  has  done. 

nvu  ing  .r     ;  <?rjfj  x  .| 
*  Virtually,  not  literally. 

^',  J  1  £  n  1A90-  Midi  alive  MAW 


ON 
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ON        F    O    R    T    U    N    E. 


POETS  and  painters  are  alike  to  blame, 
Who  feign,  that  fortune  is  a  fickle  dame  ; 
Varying,  inconftant,  perjur'd,  changeful,  light, 
Loofe,  wav'r-ing,  .flipp'ry,  ever  prone  to  flight  : 
No  wheel  has  She,  on  whofe  fwift  orb  are  hurl'di."^ 
The  rife  and  fall  of  mortals  in  the  world  ; 
But  always  fix'd,  as  OVID  makes  her  be  ; 
ever  conflant  in  inconflancy, 
;rti«»$i 


1   2 


ROME 
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ROME    AND    CARTHAGE. 

WHEN  Carthage  fell,    Rome's  rival  genius 
dy'd, 

And  arms  for  luxury  were  laid  afide ; 
No  foes  to  conquer  but  within  her  walls ; 
Self-ruin'd  and  fubdu'd  Ihe  tamely  falls : 
The  common  fate  of  kingdoms  here  below, 
And  what  Rome  was,  the  fame  is  Albion  now, 
Wou'd  ye,  ye  gods !  Britannia's  fall  adjourn, 
From  hell  let  NOLL'S*  vindictive  ghoft  return. 

*  Oliver  Cromwell. 


ON 
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ON       A       Q^UACK*. 
-YAWHOJH  T1A  WdhJrfA  ^C  JAL'iT 
TTJOORER  than  JOB,  who  lately  came  to  town, 
JL      Is  now  turn'd  doctor,  and  in  great  renown, 
He  gives  his  druggs  ;  the  rich  their  gold  difburfe  ; 
He  cures  their  bodies,  and  they  cure  his  purfe. 


AN  EPIGRAM.    FROM  THE  GREEK. 

PEnurious  H  —  TH  —  xf  fhuns  each  fmall  expence, 
Intent  alone  on  ufelefs  opulence. 
Thus  the  poor  wretch,  like  the  laborious  afs, 
Carries  much  gold,  but  feeds  on  nought  but  grafs. 
i  fcfobab  si  "o3H33fi3lt  -fael  e'Awlxri^W 

*  Turlington.         "  f  Sir  G—  »b—  t  H—  th—-  1, 


ON 
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ON    FLAVIA's    WEEPING    AT    THE 
TRIAL   OF   McLAEN,   AN  HIGHWAY 

MAN. 

•.  ^EmofmU»ttt;§  ai  baa  /ro&ob  i/n\iA  won  zl 

-? 


WITH  down-caft  eyes,  and  viflage  pale,, 
Poor  culprit  at  the  bar  appears  j 
His  judge  in  view,  his  fpirits  fail, 
And  for  his  life,  alas  !  he  fears. 


>33f»         H«  ll'j  no  21:: 

Fair  FLAVIA'S  eyes  burft  into  grief, 
When  death's  fad  fentence  is  declar'd  \ 

"  Sure,  cruel  judge,  for  once  a  thief, 

"  So  young  and  handfome,  might  be  fpar'ci'* 


III.    Regard- 


M      S. 


III. 


Regardlefs  of  her  CYNTHIO'S  fighs* 

She  prays  for  TE AGUE'S  reprieve  in  vain 

"  Is  there  no  hope  ?  'tis  hard,"  fhe  cries ; 
Then  wept,  and  look'd,  and  wept  again, 

IV. 

Can  FLAVIA  thus  for  CULPRIT  grieve? 

For  him  pour  forth  the  plaintive  figh  ? 
What  ?  can  fhe  wifh  a  thief  to  live, 

Yet  let  her  faithful  lover  die  ? 


TO 
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TO  M      I      R      A, 

Who  wanted  to  borrow 
A  TREATISE  ON  FEMALE  EDUCATION. 

I. 

AH !  Mira,  when,  or  in  what  place, 
A  treatife  can  I  find, 

Fraught  with  each  virtue,  and  each  grace, 
That  charms  in  woman  kind'princ*' 

II.  MJ  c  ri 
Hereon  your  own  mamma  has  wrote 

A  piece,  to  fame  well  known  •, 
By  time  to  jufl  perfection  brought* 
With  wifdom  all  her  own. 
III. 
A  face,  how  lovely  to  be  feen  ! 

A  virtuous  mind  we  view ; 
A  ftriking  air,  and  eafy  mien, 
Compleatly  form'd  in  you. 

T  O 
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TO       BELINDA, 

w^*^^ 

CERTAIN   PAIR    OF    HER  .ADMIRERS. 


AL  L  hail !  dear  nymph,  great  Venus'  care, 
Superlatively  bleftjjev 

*. 
Admir'd  by  moft ;  but  by  a  pair    ' 

Diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft : 

IL  lj  Wli  c&>qq«n  JM 
Who,  grac'd  with  more  intrinfic  worthfbi  lo 

Than  mortal  eye  can  fee, 
Like  BALAAM'S  afs,  when  heaven  is  wroth, 

Shall  ftand  'twixt  fate  and  thee.  ;;  fnorlj  ji  zl  x 

IIL  bnfi  ,  eoftn  l&ibonift  dnW 
From  ftomach  foul,  and  body  bound, 

*"     \ 

As  well  the  learned  know, 
Each  obftinate  complaint  is  found 
Coevally  to  flow. 

IV.  nq  arij  rrmf  A 

If  this,  BELINDA,  be  the  cafe, 

Thy  health  muft  long  endure  -, 
This  LOVER  SEEN,  a  puke  fhall  raife, 
And  THAT  a  ftool  procure. 

K  TO 
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<A   Cl  MI  J:        fl  T 

TO    AN    OLD    FRIEND, 


Who  gave  up  the  management  and  profits  of  his 
Living  ta  his  wife. 


SAINT  PAUL,  you  will  find,  if  the  Scriptures 
you  fearch, 

Bids  the  ladies  prefume  not  to  meddle  with  church, 
Afraid,  I  fuppofe,  they  fhou'd  leave  it  in  lurch : 
And  out  of  refpect  to  this  CANONIST'S  name, 
After-fynods  and  parliaments  order  the  fame. 


How  is  it  then,  doctor,  that  you  durfl  difpenfe 
With  fynodical  rules,  and  St.  PAUL'S  better  fenfe  ? 
Contented,  to  fpoufe  all  thofe  powers  refign, 
Which  canons  and  ftatutes,  in  vain,  have  made  thine  ? 
Uncontroul'd  let  her  order  prefcribe  and  direct, 
Enquire  into  duty,  and  threaten  neglect ; 
Alarm  the  poor  curate  with  lofs  of  his  place, 
Unlefs  he  redoubles  the  lefTons  of  grace  ? 

ffl»:  :  n-tffferu  jrttoi  ilnm  falbl  viiT 

If  this  is  the  cafe,  who'll  not  readily  own, 
But  O — c,  like  Rome,  mall  obey  a  pope  JOAN  ? 

And 
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And  R — s,  half  ftarv'd,  and  in  rags,  will  explain 
The  ceconomy  great  of  a  petticoat  reign  ? 

Since  then  you  can  crack  apoflolical  laws, 
And  give  up  your  right,    GOD  KNOWS  FOR  WHAT 

CAUSE ; 

Allowing  wife  freely  fcrip-furplice*  and  purfe; 
Pray  give  her  your  breeches,  and  finifh  the  curfe.. 

•''Vnibil  SSibDofirti  nwo  ziA  nl 
/  'if-'i.  c.  Surplice-fees. 
' 

•j  al 


.*•**.• 

mcrft  bf^  -js  t^nl  io1 

srfj  Jud  gnidjon  "ic-gnb:. 
.     :-i'.V3cJ  ?;: . 
dA  fibirn1  LS^i 
K  2  HORACE. 
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i«;dq*9  fiiw;  ,?£n  ru  hnc  ..f/'mjl  lUJ  ,-  ~^  LfiA 
HORACE.     BOOK    I.    ODE    XXII. 

Integer  vitas,  fcelerifque  purus 
Non  eget,  &c. 

<•  *?TJA"> 

TH  E  man,  whofe  fpotlefs  heart  ne'er  felt 
The  agonies  of  confcious'  guilt, 
In  his  own  innocence  fecure, 
Afks  not  the  weapons  of  the  Moor  *, 
Perfuaded  that  the  poifon'd  dart 
Is  ufelefs  to  a  virtuous  heart. 

In  virtue  wrapt,  fecure  he  ftrays 
Where  Libya's  burning  defarts  blazej 
O'er  bleak  unhofpitable  fnows, 
Or  where  the  fam'd  Hydafpes  flows. 

For  late,  as  difengag'd  from  care, 
Thinking  of  nothing  but  the  fair, 
By  the  bewitching  theme  betray'd 
I  faunter'd  'midft  the  foreft-fhade, 
A  wolf,  how  terrible  to  view  ! 
Crofs'd  me,  and  —  tho'  unarm'd  —  withdrew. 

Not 
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Not  warlike  Daunia's  favage  coaft, 
A  be  aft  of  fuch  a  fize  can  boaft  ; 
Nor  does  a  larger  monfter  feed 
Where  JUBA  reigns,  and  lions  breed,  "nlrt^ftjPJ 


Place  me  where  never  fpring  prevails, 
Nor  trees  are  fann'd  by  vernal  gales, 
But  dorms  and  clouds  perpetual  rife,    f^fl 
And  partial  JOVE  deforms  the  ikies,     Ji  o 

ezw  sbail  aai  tjlroq.biiA  'tins* 
Or  place  me  in  the  burning  fpheres, 
Where  not  one  trace  of  man  appears  ; 
Ev'n  there,  'midft  life's  extremeft  ills, 
In  heat  that  burns,  and  cold  that  chills  ; 
The  nymph,  who  fweetly  fmiles  and  fings, 
A  balm  for  ev'ry  farrow  brings, 

ru-ri  03  t/orbris  ^ic 
Am/mm  Hsiw  ^ 


HORACE 
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Cilec6  s^sv-fci  a'^ifTu*,i  [  .->   ::-r*  !</*! 
HORACE.     BOOK    I.     ODE    XXIII, 

tjj'.K  "t?}jifto(o  v.rsh^i  fi  ?*i)Oi)  'i'j/ 

Vitas  hinnuleo  me  fimilis  CHLOE 

Qugerenti,  &c. 


w 


H  Y  CHLOE  (like  the  tender  fawn 
That,  trembling,  feuds  acrofs  the  lawn 


To  feek  its  anxious  doe  j 
That  flarts,  and  pricks  its  little  ears, 
And  raifes  all  a  mother's  fears) 

Doft  thou  this  coynefs  mow  ? 

Why  fly  me  with  fuch  furious  hafte, 
As  if  on  Lybia's  burning  wafte 

Thou'dft  met  a  tiger  wan  ? 
Full  big  art  thou  to  hang  about, 
And  play  with  mamma's  petticoat, 

Whofe  charms  are  ripe  for  man. 


ON 
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ON    THE    DEATH    OF 
FREDERICK    PRINCE    OF    WALES. 

FROM  HORACE.    BOOK  I.  ODE  XXIV. 

*  t£*i^ &ABW  br.n  &zh  nl 
Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor  aut  modus 
Tam  cari  capitis  ?  &c. 


I. 


WHAT  fhame  can  e'er  forbid  to  flow 
The  pitying  tears  and  fighs  ? 
What  bounds  controul  the  ftreams  of  woe 
When  Albion's  glory  dies  ? 


II. 


O  thou !  to  whom  th*  etherial  fire 
Has  given  a  melting  drain, 

And  taught  thee  erft  to  tune  the  lyre, 
O  teach  me  to  complain. 


III.  Does 
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k  aiL 


Does  theft  perpetual  fleep  invade 
Ill-fated  FREDERICK'S  fight? 
And  ev'ry  manly  beauty  fade 
In  dark  and  endlefs  night  ? 

:;q  :il  ;:/J3bndb  fck-;/ 
VI. 

O  when  mall  majefty  again 

To  him  an  equal  find  ? 
Juftice  and  honour  free  from  ftain, 

And  truth  with  candour  join'd  ? 

.-:  lib  grnfi^rfl^Srfi  bc::n-^j  ti^.w  .^Wf 
V.  lf*n 

Many,  indeed,  deplor'd  his  fall, 

And  mourn'd  his  early  doom  ; 
But  yet  AUGUSTA,  more  than  all, 

Wept  ceafelefs  o'er  his  tomb. 


wo}  o:  x."n  rbjjaj  O 

VI.    The 
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i-GK   ;  .II1    VI. 

The  gods,  officious  to  deftroy 

The  bleffings  they  beftow'd, 
Gave  us  great  FREDERICK  but  to  die: 

On  other  terms  too  good. 

\f\f 

t?Lfco'>ftt  'juifjl  •d.r.f'.iiJicj8B£'i«*hcx3rj;  '  dT      *   *• 

VIL 

Tho'  you  with  foft  ORPHEAN  lay, 

The  liftening  oaks  cou'd  lead, 
Yet  life  no  more  mall  warm  the  clay, 

And  animate  the  dead. 


VIII. 

p  <':'-^.\'t!  L'-iirnbA 
*Tis  hard  ;  but  patience  mufl  endure, 

And  palliate  what  it  can't  prevent  •, 
And  time,  that  great  phyfician,  cure 

The  blows  capricious  fortune  lent. 


L  HORACE 


74  POEMS. 
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PARAPHRASED. 

•-•  -yaT&sfo'c*  auobrBo   <?be...:  rfi 

INSCRIBED  TO  j.  HUNGERFORD,  ESQ.; 


WHEN  fable  night  in  darkling  clouds 
The  moon's  aufpicious  luftre  fhrouds, 
And,  'midft  the  circuit  of  the  fphere, 
No  known  directing  ftar  appear  ; 
But  all  around  the  tempeft  roars, 
The  SAILOR  eafe  of  heaven  implores* 

>  Vffcfo  3lh  ftm&rdfedl  siorn  en  -Jji; 
For  eafe  the  crefted  Briton  pleads, 
Train'd  from  his  youth  to  martial  deeds  *, 
For  eafe  victorious  Pruflians  fue, 
Admir'd  by  all,  cnjoy'd  by  few  ; 
Which  bleffes  Monarchs  but  by  Health, 
And  mocks  e'en  BUTE  'midft  power  and  wealth, 


For  wealth  and  power,  experience  mows, 
Can't  heal  the  mind's  tumultuous  woes, 
Nor  lull  thofe  clam'rous  cares  to  reft, 
Which  haunt  his  Grace's  garter'd  breaft. 

Happy 
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• 
Happy  the  man,  whofe  frugal  joys 

A  father's  fcanty  all  fupplies : 

In  fome  fequefter'd  cottage  bred ; 

Of  herbs  the  meal,  of  flocks  the  bed, 

His  envied  (lumbers,  fweet  and  found, 

Nor  fear  nor  avarice  confound. 

;''M-.'fr*lr,<-!  9i:i|{^^^-^^^v^^;r-/rfbi^}.  oncn  -on 

PRECARIOUS  BEINGS  of  an  hour! 
Why  madly  toil  we  then  for  more  ? 
Abfurd  the  prefent  to  deftroy 
In  planning  fchemes  of  future  joy  ? 
In  vain  the  wretched  exile  flies 
In  hopes  of  finding  happier  fides ; 
In  vain  he  varies  clime  or  air, 
For  ftill  unhappy  SELF  is  there. 

Let  him  the  fpeedy  bark  afcend  •, 
Even  there  will  gloomy  care  attend ; 
Or,  if  he  mount  the  rapid  horfe, 
Care  ftill  attends  him  through  the  courfe : 
Afliduous  care,  that  leaves  behind 
The  tim'rous  deer,  and  mocks  the  wind. 


L  3  A  mind 
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A  mind  above  temptation's  power, 
Chearful  enjoys  the  prefent  hour  -, 
And,  ftranger  to  the  great  man's  fears, 
Defies  to-morrow,  and  its  cares  •, 
Intent  alone  to  foften  ftrifc,' 
And  footh,  not  cure,  the  ills  of  life*  /.-;  icr 
For  none  (fuch  heav'n's  fevere  decree) 
Muft  hope  for  full  felicity, 

:&nQ&^4&.&:rK*1  tfbcr;:  M77" 

Stern  death,  who  cannot  brook  controul, 
Too  foon,  brave  WOLFE,  refum'd  thy  foul* 
Nor  cou'd  ev'n  GRANVILLE'S  talents  fave 
A  fav'rite  ftatefman  from  the  grave : 
And  heav'n,  perhaps  with  wife  defign, 
May  fnap  my  thread,  and  lengthen  thine. 

'Tis  thine  (great  JOVE,  the  boon  enlarge, 
And  make  thy  future  blifs  his  charge)i[iv/  s 
T'  enjoy  in  Dingley's  green  recefs, 
The  faireft  gifts  of  happinefs. 
For  thee  the  generous  hunter  neighs,  «***: 
And  fhufrs  on  hills  th'  enlivening  breeze ; 
Big  with  the  chafe,  he  looks  difdain, 
Impatient  {tamps,  and  afks  the  rein. 

For 
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For  thee,  with  rapturous  mufic  hung, 
The  deep-mouth'd  beagle  gives  his  tongue^b.'I 
While  hills  and  woods,  in  wanton  notes,  ;a  ixiirr.rripD 
Reflect  it  freely  as  it  floats. 

::d  itybr-yfr  o*to  tfoiw  t'gt-jIT 

Long  reconcil'd  to  humbler  lot,  1 

Forgetting  SOME,  by  SOME  forgot  j 
The  rich  man's  pomp  I  envy  not. 
To  me,  not  unindulgent  heav'n, 
A  fmall,  but  focial,  roof  has  given  : 
Where  friends  have  often  found  the  board, 
'Tis  true,  with  no  rich  dainties  ftor'd ; 
But  what  gave  value  to  the  meal, 
A  chearful  mind,  ne'er  meaning  ill : 
Tho'  malice  has  done  all  fhe  can 
To  blacken  and  traduce  the  man ; 

Immerft  awhile  in  fcandaTs  night, 

But  rifing  thence,  refin'd  and  bright, 

Superior  to  the  noxious  dews, 

Which  envy's  baleful  {hades  diffufe. 

Here,  when  alone,  perhaps  the  Nine 

Beguile  the  hours  before  I  dine, 

In  penning  dull,  infipid  lays, 

Which  few  will  read,  and  fewer  praife; 

Or 
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Or  prais'd,  or  not,  'tis  juft  the  fame ; 
No  candidate  am  I  for  fame. 
Command  me  not  again  to  fchool  &r&*i 
Grant  me  but  fenfe  above  the  fool, 
Pleas'd  with  the  (lender  boon,  and  fafe* 
In  my  own  littlenefs,  I'll  laugh ; 
Laugh  at  the  WORLD'S  cenforious,  fpitev 
That  fhows  its  teethy  but  cannot;  bite. 


SfiT  Of 


HORACE. 
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HORACE.     BOOK    IV.    ODE    IX. 

INSCRIBED  TO  MR.  EDWARD  LITCHFIELD, 
OF  NORTHAMPTON,  SURGEON. 

Ne  forte  credas  interitura,  quse 
Longe  fonantem  natus  ad  aufidum 
Non  ante  vulgatas  per  artes, 

Verba  loquor  focianda  chordis,  &c. 

I 
/   |   ^  H I  N  K  not,  my  deareft  friend,  the  lay,' 

JL      Tho*  tun'd  near  Oufe's  filent  ftream, 
Soon  antiquated  can  decay, 

(When  thou,  my  LITCHFIELD  art  the  theme ; 
Safe  in  the  fliadow  of  thy  foft'ring  wing, 
Who  knows  but  years  far  hence  my  mufe  may  fing  ? 

II. 

What,  thos  unrival'd  and  alone, 
Indignant  of  tyrannic  chains, 
Great  MILTON,  on  his  felf-rais'd  throne, 

Sole  prince  of  Britifh  epic  reigns  ? 
Yet  POPE  and  DRYDEN  long  fhall  be  admir'd, 
And  give  thofc  raptures  living  they  infpir'd, 

III.     The 
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III. 

The  pointed  wit  of  COWLEY'S  lines, 

Soaring  on  PINDAR'S  borrowed  wing, 
Keen  as  the  fparkling  pole-ftar  fhines, 

Shall  pleafe  while  wit  can  pleafure  bring; 
And  LEE,  and  YOUNG,  great  matters  of  fublime, 
Arreft  Applaufe  to  the  laft  pulfe  of  time.  .:Ji 

IV, 
The  tender  airs  of  CARTER'S  mufey 

Like  PHILOMEL'S  upon  her  thorn, 
•f^:Ev*n  foft  as  drops  of  honey'd  dews, 

Shall  ravifti  ages  yet  unborn  ; 
Whom  diflant  times,  exulting,  fhall  rehearfe 
A  fecond  SAPPHO,  melting  queen  of  verfe. 

V;  vrb  10 

While  claffic  elegance  can  charm, 

True  (tiding  Attic  wit  prevail, 

And  Britons  read,  as  well  as  arm, 

LLOYD'S  name  and  numbers  fhall  not  fail. 
And  truft  me,  CHURCHILL,  long  lhall  Britain  fee 
A  Britifh  JUVENAL  complete  in  thee. 

'1  iiiu^iCI  Ins 


VI.    The 
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VI. 

The  graceful  ringlets  of  a  beau, 

Embroider'd  cloaths,  and  courtly  arts, 
Pomp,  equipage,  parade,  and  fbow, 

Had  always  charms  for  female  hearts : 
Who  knows  ere  HELEN  lov'd,  but  perjur'd  luft 
Laid  other  Iliums  fmoaking  in  the  duft. 

VII. 

Before  great  ALFRED  wore  the  crown, 

Liv'd  chiefs  in  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 
By  whofe  victorious  troops  o'erthrown, 
Cities  were  levell'd  with  the  ground : 
Whofe  glorious  deeds,  infpir'd  by  public  praife, 
Deferv'd  the  records  of  immortal  lays. 

VIII. 

H  AMP  DEN,  tho'  firm  in  freedom's  caufe, 

And  jealous  of  the  fubjecYs  right, 
Was  not  the  firft  to  ihield  our  laws 

From  infults  of  defpotic  might. 
In  early  times  have  freedom's  champions  bled, 
Hard  fate  !  for  want  of  verfe,  for  ever  dead. 

M  IX.    Blended 
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IX. 

Blended  in  one  promifcuous  grave, 

Intirely  loft  to  glory's  views, 
Expires  the  coward  and  the  brave, 

If  not  diftinguifh'd  by  the  mufe : 
—The  mufe,  who  mocks  the  roaring  tempeft's  rage, 
Fierce  flames  wide  wafting,  and  the  wrecks  of  age. 

X. 

Long  let  the  mem'ry  of  a  fire, 

Reftor'd  by  thee  to  health  and  eafe, 
Each  tender  fentiment  infpire, 

Which  duty,  love,  or  honour  pays  v 
And  boldly  foaring  on  the  wings  of  fame, 
Preferve  the  filial  and  the  focial  flame. 

XI. 

*Tis  thine,  in  exigences  bold,  fj  ,' 
To  boaft  a  foul  as  firm  as  good : 
By  no  low-minded  hopes  controul'd; 

By  fickle  fortune  unfubdu'd :  : 
Stranger  to  arts  which  avarice  infpires, 
And  proud  alone  of  pity's  warmeft  fires. 

XII.     Yearn- 
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XII. 

"•*  O  ^      ***"•  *\  "      '  '  '  *•!    **'^~'  ?  **^" 

Yearning  at  what  th*  afflicted  feel, 

See  how  his  bleffings  he  beftows  I 
Bids  the  malignant  ulcer  heal, 

The  burning  gout  and  (lone  repofe  i 
While  death,  eluded  by  the  power  of  art,. 
Doubts  when  to  ftrike,  or  where  direct  his  dart. 

•iy;  -fr  V3  n,  svoi  rsIoTi/W 
XIII. 

Then  let  the  villain  blufti  when  told, 

That  without  relifh  for  the  feafl, 
Tho'  feafon'd  high,  and  difh'd  in  gold, 

'Tis  infipidity  at  beft. 
A  virtuous  ufe  ftamps  value  on  the  ore, 
And  gives  a  luftre  it  ne'er  knew  before. 

" 

J\.i  V  • 

t  /J# 
Right  happy  he !  who  firmly  bears 

The  ills  to  poverty  afllgn'd  •, 
Who  worfe  than  death  diflionour  fears  j 

Nor  knows  the  fling  vice  leaves  behind: 
But  if  his  friends  or  injur'd  country  call, 
In  their  defence  undoubted  dares  to  fall. 

M  2  THE 
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THE   FIRST   ODE   OF   ANACREON. 


F 


AIN  I'd  fmg  in  founding  lays, 
GRANBY,  thy  immortal  praife  : 


Fain  I'd  fmg,  in  epic  tone, 
Mighty  deeds  by  Pocock  done  : 
But  alas  !  th'  inglorious  lyre 
Warbles  love  on  ev'ry  wire. 

Inftant  I  new  firings  apply'd, 
And  the  toils  of  battle  try'd  : 
Still  the  notes  too  low  I  found  ; 
Love  ftill  triumph'd  in  each  found. 

P^SSSHrfy  rro'orrfsy  rcptiEffs!'/  ^.rxjj-nV  A- 
CHIEFS,  for  ever  then  farewel  : 
For  determin'd  to  rebel, 
Hark,  the  bafe  perfidious  lyre 
Trills  with  love  and  foft  dcfire. 

i  fr'ngab  7J-r;,7oq  ci  till  3;1T 
rflib  rfi£:)I;  nnrti  ihbw  oriW 


A  N  A- 
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A  N  A  C  R  E  O  N.      ODE    II. 

^ i  bbLf;  or!:  nsrh  •isgno"!     '.us^S 

T  6      T  H  E 

?*' vfc <djf*F  jrfs'jLii  vrraoS 

HONOURABLE    MISS    COCKAYNE. 

3  tlicft  Y^£»d  ebffh'toi  d^y3 

LI  B'  R  A  L  nature,  unconfiri^' 
Arms  to  ev'ry  rank  afllgn'd ; 
Planted  on  the  bullock's  brow 
Horns  to  guard  him  from  the  foe  •, 
Shod  with  hoofs  the  noble  horfe, 
Strung  his  nerves  with  wond'rous  force ; 
Arm'd  with  fangs  the  lion's  jaws, 
Tipt  his  feet  with  dreadful  claws ; 
Bid  the  hare  be  fleet  as  wind. 
For  the  flying  chafe  defign'd ; 
Gave  to  filh  to  fwim  the  deep ; 
Birds  thro'  yielding  air  to  fweep  -, 
Man  to  lofty  deeds  infpir'd, 
All  his  foul  with  courage  fir'd : 
But  ah  !  nothing  could  (he  fpare 
For  the  fafety  of  the  fair  ? 


Yes 
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Yes  :  me  gave  to  woman  arms, 
Beauty's  magazine  of  charms :.' ;  JI  ; 
Beauty  flronger  than  the  fhield ;  — 
Beauty  bids  the  ftrongeft  yield  * 
Beauty  fraught  with  ev'ry  grace, 
Finifh'd  high  in  COCKAYNE'S  face; 
§uch  refiftlefs  beauty  foils 
Flames  and  faulchions  with  its  fmiles. 

v/oid  2*;ijoIIf/d  3:li  no  1 
r-seft  ori:  nid  bice- 

srfi  stood  dn'w  bor?3' 
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A  N  A  C  R  E  O  N.      ODE    XXV. 

WHILE  I'm  toping  lucious  wine, 
Care  and  grief  forget  to  pine  ; 
Ever  jolly,  ever  free, 

*          • 

What  are  care  and  grief  to  me  ? 

Gaily  live,  and  live  as  I ; 

Shall  I  grieve  when  born  to  die?>^q  -;uo 

Know,  nor  care  nor  wafting  grief 
Will  from  death  afford  relief; 
Then  no  more  with  anxious  ftrife 
Murder  ev'ry  hour  of  life. 
Let  us  quaff  ths  infpiring  juice, 
BACCHUS  gives  it  for  our  ufe ; 
For  whene'er  I'm  toping  wine, 
Care  and  grief  forget  to  pine. 


ANA- 
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HORACE.     BOOK   III.    ODE   XXII. 


Montium  cuflos  memorumque,  virgo 
Quas  laborames,  &c. 


OF  hills  and  woods,  great  guardian  power, 
By  three  myfterious  titles  known, 
Whom  thrice  our  pregnant  dames  implore 
From  death  to  turn  the  child-birth  groan. 

"icrrs  gniitev/  i~n  OIF  >  io;r   cv/on>I 
I. 

Sacred  to  thee  thy  fav'rite  pine  : 

High  tow'ring  near  my  vill  mall  grow  \ 

Yearly  at  which  mall  bleed  a  fwine, 

A  fwine  —  who  fide  long  aims  the  blow. 


ANA- 
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ANACREON.      ODE    XXVI. 

FULL  of  BACCHUS,  jovial  power, 
Care  and  forrow  fling  no  more : 
Great  in  fancy,  ever  free, 
CROESUS  is  a  wretch  to  me  j 
Bleft  beyond  the  fcepter'd  flave, 
When  with  tranfport  wild  I  rave ; 
Or  with  ivy  crown'd  recline, 
Near  LYCEUS'  facred  fhrine, 
Glowing  with  repeated  potions, 
Crowns  I  fcorn  as  idle  notions. 

<(•  .vj[>  tub  it.'mfa  mo  3MlV/ 

Boy  !  the  genial  bowl  prepare, 
Sov'reign  antidote  of  care  -, 
Know,  ANACREON  hates  to  think, 
'Tis  AN ACR EON'S  will  to  drink  \ 
Swift  then  bring  the  flowing  bowl, 
Sparkling  like  my  raptur'd  foul : 
Let  me  drink  till  out  of  breath  j 
'Tis  a  merry  farce  of  death. 

N  ANA- 
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ANACREON.     ODE    LXVI. 


WHAT  fincerer  pleafure  yields, 
Than  to  faunter  thro'  the  fields, 
Where  the  meadows,  gay  and  green, 
Spread  a  rich  luxurious  fcene  •, 
When  the  zephyrs,  bland  and  fair, 
Fan  the  wanton  buxom  air  ? 


Greater  pleafure  know  the  eyes, 
Than  to  fee  the  vintage  rife 
With  its  various-colour'd  dyes  ? 
What  can  charm  the  drooping  foul, 
Or  the  cares  of  life  controul, 
More  than  gaily  to  recline 
Underneath  the  verdant  vine* 
Proftrate  in  its  breezy  fhade, 
In  foft  am'rous  dalliance  laid, 
With  a  nymph  whofe  foul  mall  prove, 
Like  fair  VENUS,  full  of  love  ? 


i 


TO 
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TO    MISS    ****** 
FROM       CATULLUS. 

r';:^;a  i>j  J-jJ 

LE  T  us,  while  we  live,  employ 
Ev'ry  hour  in  love  and  joy  j 
Let  us  live  thus  while  we  may, 
Fate  mayn't  have  another  day. 

Let  old  dotards  be  fevere, 
Treat  us  with  a  CYNIC  fneer, 
Cenfure  all  we  fay  or  do ; 
What  are  they  to  love  and  you  ? 

Suns,  tho'  plung'd  into  the  main, 
From  the  deep  return  again ; 
But  when  once  immers'd  our  light, 
Never  more  returns  from  night ; 
Never  more  the  feeble  ray 
Kindles  into  future  day. 

Then  a  thoufand  kifles  give, 
While  fate  grants  the  boon  to  live  •, 

N  2  While 
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While  fate  puts  it  in  your  power, 
Prithee  give  an  hundred  more. 
Still  another  thoufand  grant, 
Still  an  hundred  more  I  want : 
Let  us  fnatch  the  mutual  kifs, 
Let  us  multiply  the  blifs, 
Till  no  numbers  can  exprefs 
Our  vail  fum  of  happinefs  \ 
Till  not  ENVY'S  felf  fliall  dare 
With  our  joys  to  interfere. 


rU      S 
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ANACREON.      ODE     XXXI. 

STAND  off;  nor  dare  ye  to  controul 
The  pleafmg  madnefs  of  the  bowl : 
Away  j  away  •,  for  know  'tis  mine 
To  revel  and  grow  mad  with  wine. 

Madnefs  ALM^EON'S  bread  infpir'd  ; 
With  frantic  rage  ORESTES  fir'd; 
"When  meditated  vengeance  gave 
Their  impious  mothers  to  the  grave. 

But  I  no  mother's  blood  have  fpilt, 
Nor  know  the  agonies  of  guilt ; 
Stand  off;  nor  dare  then  to  controul 
The  pleafmg  madnefs  of  the  bowl  -, 
Frenzy  infpires ;  away  :  'tis  mine 
To  revel  and  grow  mad  with  wine. 

Madnefs,  that  pleafing  pain,  pofTefs'd 
The  fam'd  ALCIDES'  heaving  breaft  j 
His  bow  the  frantic  hero  bent : 
His  quiver  rattled  as  he  went. 

Mad- 
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Madnefs  difcharg'd  its  furious  dart 
Deep  into  AJAX'  burning  heart : 
When  rapt  to  frenzy  loud  he  rav'd, 
And  high  his  fhield  and  faulchion  wav'd. 

But  I  nor  fhield  nor  faulchion  know ; 
Nor  quiver  bear,  nor  bend  the  bow : 
A  goblet  of  infpiring  juice, 
And  wreaths  which  flow'ry  fields  produce^ 
Are  all  the  arms  AN  ACRE  ON  bears 
To  filence  grief  and  combat  cares : 
Hark  !  frenzy  calls  5  away  :  'tis  mine 
To  revel  and  grow  mad  with  wine. 

.'     /  •d&OoMmf'O'no 

'lQr/l 

bfl*j8 
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HORACE.     BOOK    L    ODE    XXX. 

O  VENUS,  regina  Cnidi  Paphique, 
Sperne  dilectam,  &c. 

EMPRESS  of  beauty,  queen  of  love, 
Whofe  charms  controul  the  powers  above, 
No  more  let  Cyprus  boaft  thy  fway, 
And  am'rous  fhades  provoke  delay ; 
But  fwift  to  GLYCERA'S  fhades  repair, 
Invok'd  with  frankincenfe  and  pray'r. 

Young  CUPID  bring,  with  foft  defires 
Who  every  tender  breaft  infpires ; 
And  bring  the  GRACES,  bland  and  fair, 
Their  veils  all  flowing  in  the  air. 
Bring  YOUTH,  unlefs  by  THEE  refin'd, 
Severe  and  rude,  of  favage  kind : 
Let  jocund  MERCURY  too  be  here, 
Who  wins  the  heart,  and  charms  the  ear. 


Volup- 
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— Voluptates  commendat  rarior  ufus. 

WITH  cautious  fteps  avoid  th'  enchanted  cell, 
Where  in  falfe  guife  deluding  pleafures  dwell  $ 
Tho'  rapt'rous  fcenes  the  wand'ring  eye  invite, 
And  pafiion  prompt  thee  to  indulge  delight* 
Decline  the  charge  ;  nor  nature's  gifts  offend 
By  conftant  practice,  which  deflroys  their  end. 
Like  lufcious  diet,  repetition  cloys 
The  jaded  foul,  and  palls  the  nobleft  joys. 
Rum  not  too  fondly  into  VENUS'  arms, 
Tho'  ilrongly  courted  to  enjoy  her  charms : 
Tho'  youth  and  beauty  grace  the  am'rons  fair, 
Yet  youth  and  beauty  prove  a  frequent  fnare ; 
Tho'  all  the  angel's  pidur'd  in  her  face, 
A  dire  difeafe  oft  mars  the  lewd  embrace ; 
Thro'  ev'ry  limb  the  foul  infection  fteals, 
And  HALF  A  NOSE  the  poignant  fhame  reveals ; 
If  fuch  the  curfe  COITION  knows,  abftain  : 
A  moment's  pleafure  gives  an  age  of  pain. 


ANA- 
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ANACREON.      ODE    XXXIV. 

SCORN  me  not,  O  lovely  maid, 
Tho'  the  bloom  of  live's  decay'd  : 
Tho'  my  locks  are  growing  grey, 
Hailen  not  Ib  fafl  away. 


What  tho*  fair  in  youth  you  fhine, 
And  the  flower  of  beauty  thine  ? 
Let  not  youth  and  pride  of  charms 
Drive  my  fair  one  from  my  arms, 
Nor  forbid  her  to  engage 
With  me*  filver'd  o'er  with  age. 

Mark  !  the  LILY  with  the  ROSE 
In  the  vernal  chaplet  blows  ; 
While  the  rofe  in  PURPLE  bright, 
Steals  new  luflre  from  the  WHITE. 

Since  then  rofe  and  lily  join, 
And  united,  fairer  fhine  : 
Tell  me,  why  mould  we  be  foes  ? 
LILIES  but  improve  the  ROSE. 

O  TO 
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T    O 

MR.    BENJAMIN    MARTIN, 

t  b'^OTD^b  ?  cJVii    *3  ffiOOiQ  ^**il   *>ii1i     Vw4 

ON    HIS     PLANETARIUM,    &c. 
PARAPHRASED  FROM  CLAUDIAN. 


WHEN  firft  in  brafs  a  fhining  fphere  expreft 
JOVE  faw,  he  fmil'd,  and  thus  the  gods  ad- 

drefs'd  : 

"  How  far,  ye  powers,  will  human  fcience  rife  ? 
Attempt  the  ftars,  and  imitate  the  fkies  ? 


See  curious  MARTIN,  prodigal  of  art, 
Momentous  truths  from  heav'n  deriv'd  impart  ;  5lfi  n 
Myfterious  laws,  and  principles  unfold, 
And  terms  on  which  OURSELVES  our  empire  hold  -, 
Erect  new  fyftems,  and  inform  the  WHOLE 
With  moving  pow'rs,  and  a  mechanic  foul  : 
ImpelPd,  the  planets  by  fome  fecret  force, 
True  to  the  impulfe,  take  their  deilin'd  courfe, 


auui 
And, 
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And,  nicely  balanc'd,  in  due  periods  roll, 

March  o'er  the  heav'ns,  .and  circle  round  the  pole  -, 

Fictitious  funs  lead  on  the  rifing  years, 

And  Cynthia's  orb  its  waining  light  repairs. 

On  nature's  laws  the  mimic  fyftem  moves, 

And  heav'n's  vaft  frame  in  juft  proportion  proves  xW 

The  fage,  with  rapture,  fees  his  work  complete; 

The  ftars  and  planets,  rolling  at  his  feet. 


No  more,  SALMONEUS,  mail  thy  thunders  raife 
A  fervile  terror,  and  arrefl  our  praife  : 
No  more  with  wonder  be  thy  projects  view'd  ;--oii 
AH  NATURE  here's  by  rival  ART  fubdu'd." 
OtD&b  bno"^  ni 


02  AN 
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jjfoi  ahorrjq  zi;b  c.l  ^LViskci  v1*'--  -i"   ^bfiA 
|.A  N      ANACREONTIC. 

f«tfiw  gafiit  sfb  no  b*sl  enul  r;  •  >':  j-'i 

WHEN  beneath  the  woodbine  {hade, 
In  foft  am'rous  dalliance  laid, 
With  a  fond  engaging  fair, 
Far  from  all  the  fons  of  care  ; 
While  around  thj  Elyfian  bower, 
Fragrance  breathes  from  ev'ry  flower  j 
And  from  ev'ry  tuneful  bufh 
Chaunts  the  nightingale  or  thrufh  ; 
Or  from  elm  the  am'rous  dove 
Tells  the  tender  tale  of  love, 
Breathes  her  foul  in  fond  defires, 
Melting  in  extatic  fires  : 
While  fuch  fcenes  as  thefe  employ 
All  the  faculties  of  joy  *, 
Tell  me,  wou'd  the  human  breaft, 
to  be  more  amply  bleft  ? 


Swains  may  envy  STREPHON'S  blifs, 
Prudes  interpret  it  AMISS  ; 
Let  'em  envy  on  and  rail, 
LOVE  and  VENUS  mnft  prevail. 

Let 
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Let  the  moralift  decry 
Liberties  which  we  enjoy : 
Let  his  hypocritic  rage 
Cavil  out  the  tedious  page ; 
What  avails  his  empty  found  ? 
LOVE  and  VENUS  fhall  be  crownM. 
Let  the  lenten  doctor  preach 
Maxims,  practice  cannot  reach: 
Let  him  fnarle  at  wine  and  love ; 
Joys  his  function  fhould  not  prove-, 
Yet  in  fpite  of  all  his  zeal, 
Wine  and  VENUS  will  prevail. 


Ars 
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\"mt>  -fUfoorh  xb  ??,.! 
Ars  natura  fit  perfe&ior. 

Sgfil- Dahaoq^r!  cf-.-f  ID. 3 

GREAT  SHAKESPEARE  with  genius  difdaining 
all  rules, 

Above  the  cold  phlegm  or  the  fripp'ry  of  fchools, 
Appeal' d  to  the  heart  for  fuccefs  of  his  plays, 
And  trufted  to  NATURE  alone  for  the  bays* 

.>c-w  +•:  /jfn'j  /nil!  ;s.I 

Defpairing  of  glory  but  what  rofe  from  ART  ; 
Old  JOHNSON  apply'd  to  the  HEAD,  not  the  HEART  5 
On  the  nicenefs  of  rules  he  founded  his  caufe> 
And  ravifh'd  from  regular  method  applaufe. 

May  we  judge  from  the  honours  each  author  has 

fhar'd, 
How  trifling  is  ART  when  with  NATURE  compar'd, 


AN 
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AN        EPITAPH. 

DESIGNED    FOR   RICKETS, 

COBLER    AND    SHOE-BLACKER, 

AT   EMAN.   COL.   CAMBRIDGE. 


B 


R  I M  F  U  L  of  liquor  reeling  home, 
And  faft  afleep  within  this  tomb, 

A  jolly  cobler  lies ; 
Who  dull  philofophy  defpis'd, 
And  ROPER*  more  than  HUBBARD-[-  prizM: 
In  drinking  —  oh  how  wife  ! 

Supremely  happy  in  his  pot  •, 
Ev'n  to  life's  lateft  hour  the  fot 

No  fober  forrow  knew ; 
But  laughing  at  the  farce  of  death, 
Drank  freely  round  till  out  of  breath, 

Then  bid  the  world  "ADIEU." 

*  ROPER,  the  butler  of  the  college. 

f  The  Rev.  Mr.  HUBBARD,  an  eminent  tutor  to  the  college. 

AN 
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AN        EPITAPH 

ON      A 
NOTORIOUS     SODOMITE. 

I. 

HERE  of  a  man^  a  PATHIC  known, 
All  that  was  mortal  rot  ting's  laid ; 
Chafte  earth  his  body  blufh  to  own, 

AND  TREMBLE  FOR  THE  NEIGHB'RING   DEAD^ 
II. 

PLUTO  himfelf  was  in  a  fright, 

When  firft  he  faw  him  make  his  coaft  -, 
And  to  prevent  the  odious  fight, 

In  fulphur  wrapt  the  SHITTEN  GHOST. 

III. 
If  fuch  the  curfe  this  vice  inflicts,, 

Hence  let  the  living  fear  its  fate  *, 
And  wifely  fhun  the  dire  effects 

Of  mortal  and  immortal  hate. 


A 
IN 
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IN      D  I  D  D  N  E  M,     Aufonious. 


I 


N  PEL  IX  DIDO,  nulli  bene  nupta  marito, 
Hoc  pereunte  fugis  ;  hoc  fugiente  peris. 


I 


ON        DID 

r  ^;nul!i  ol  'ttfh'c 
LL-  fated  queen,  twice  curs'd  in  wedlock's  bands, 
His  death  THY  flight  j    HIS  flight  THY  death 
commands. 


ilg  mirl  tnol'^d  a  HUT  3s 
ra  riiid  LIB  oT 


P 
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106  P      OEMS: 

in&j-'     S    I    M    I    L    E. 

I. 

^  ^ttt3§  o^nsigi&ood  {eigui  sinsrasaq  ooK   JL 

WH  Y,  fading  lamp,  doft  thou  prefume, 
With  beams  of  momentary  date, 
The  darkling  cloyfter  to  illume  ? 
Sad  emblem  of  the  poet's  fate ! 

II. 

What  tho'  fome  LORD'S  aufpicious  hand 
Shou'd  give  thee  life  for  half  an  hour  -9 

Let  THEE  before  him  glimm'ring  ftand 
To  aid  him  in  fome  loofe  amour  ? 

lit 

The  bufmefs  done ;  for  all  THY  toil 

Perhaps  HE'LL  put  an  end  to  thee: 
Or  let  THEE,  Handing  without  oil, 

Become  the  prey  of  penury. 

IV.     Thus 
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IV. 

Thus  drudging  poets,  while  they  raife 

Some  VOTE-MADE  knight,  or  SH'RIFF-MADE  fquire, 
To  higher!  heights  of  fame,  by  praife, 

Seldom  want  FUEL  for  the  FIRS. 

V. 

But  when  his  worfhip's  ends  are  ferv'd 

By  means  of  their  prolific  brains ; 
The  POET  is  cafhier'd  and  ilarv'd, 

And  has  his  LABOUR  for  his  PAINS. 


P  2  ANA- 
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ANACREON.      ODE    LXL 

SEE!  fee  my  hair  decaying  fpread 
In  fcanty  ringlets  round  my  head  \ 
Which,  filver'd  o'er  with  length  of  years* 
Suggeft  a  multitude  of  fears. 

Full  foon,  alas !  life's  blooming  prime 
Is  fwallow'd  up  in  envious  time : 
My  teeth,  grown  fenfible  of  age, 
Chatter  thro'  time's  confuming  rage : 
Ev'n  all  the  pleafant  hours  of  life 
Are  cancell'd  now  by  pain  and  ftrife. 

Whene'er  I  think  how  free  and  gay 
I  once  enjoy'd  each  happy  day ; 
But  foon  muft  view  the  realms  below, 
And  ev'ry  darker  fcene  of  woe  ; 
Plung'd  in  the  depths  of  fear  I  fink, 
And  deeper  ftill  the  more  I  think : 
My  foul  abhors  Tartarean  fhades 
And  PLUTO'S  horror-winding  glades : 


For 
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For  once  arriv'd,  fo  deep  the  grave, 
No  more  from  death  returns  the  (lave. 
J  lhake  to  tread  the  dreary  way, 
Where  night  excludes  the  dawn  of  day. 
*  '  <I1  fc'jrk'  vt&fcsK-jofii  A 

HORACE.      BOOK    II.      ODEV, 

Quis  multa  gracilis  te  puer  in  rofa 
Perfufus,  &c, 

WHAT  graceful  lover,  fondly  laid 
Where  beds  of  rofes  fcent  the  made, 
Whofe  head  incefiantly  emits 
A  liquid  luxury  of  fweets, 
Intreats  thee,  PYRRHA,  to  be  kind, 
And  eafe  his  am'rous,  love-fick  mind  ? 
For  whom  bind'ft  thou  thy  golden  hair, 
In  fimple  elegancy  fair  ? 

How  oft,  alas !  mall  he  deplore 
His  fate,  and  curfe  each  heav'nly  power  ? 
Complain  of  fcorn  and  broken  vows 
In  all  the  pangs  defpondence  knows ; 

And 
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And  ftand  aghaft  with  wild  furprife 
To  fee  the  rough'ning  billows  rife  ? 

Who  now  enjoys  thee  greatly  kind, 
A  momentary  blifs  mall  find ; 
Who  hopes  to  rifle  all  thy  charms, 
Unconfcious  of  another's  arms, 
Betray'd  by  falfe  bewitching  fmiles, 
By  am'rous  glances,  flatt'ring  wiles, 
At  firft,  ah !  heedlefs  of  the  cheat! 
Shall  quickly  find  thee  all  deceit. 

Unhappy  they  !  who  blindly  love, 
And  falfenefs  by  experience  prove. 

Yon  facred  wall's  defcriptive  fide, 
Big  with  the  dangers  of  the  tide, 
Difplays  my  garments  dank  with  brine, 
Devoted  to  great  NEPTUNE'S  fhrine, 
As  grateful  trophies  to  the  power, 
Who  brought  me  fafely  back  to  fhore. 


HORACE. 
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HORACE.  BOOK  I.  ODE  IX. 


INSCRIBED   TO 


LIEUTENANT    ROOKBY    SCOTT. 

Vides,  ut  aha  ftet  nive  candidum 
Soracte,  nee  jam  fuftineant  onus 
Sylvae,  &c. 

SE  E,  fee  around  HOLT'S  *  hoary  brow 
Heaps  pil'd  on  heaps  of  fhining  fnow! 
O'ercharg'd  with  its  enormous  load, 
The  lab'ring  foreftf  feems  to  nod  ; 
And  ftaunch'd  by  winter's  magic  breath. 
Streams  feel  a  temporary  death. 

Then  load  the  hearth  withJib'ral  hand, 
And  bid  the  cold  at  diftance  (land  ; 
While  from  the  mellow  flafk,  my  friend, 
Large  bumpers  of  old  wine  defcend. 


Holt  in  Leiceflcrfhire. 


f  Rockingham  foreft. 

Wifely 
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Wifely  all  other  thoughts  forbear ; 
Indulgent  JOVE  makes  them  his  care  ; 
Indulgent  JOVE,  who  bids  to  fleep 
The  boift'rous  florms  that  vex  the  deep. 
He  nods,  and  not  a  fingle  breeze 
Is  heard  to  whifper  thro'  the  trees. 


To  fortune's  wild  caprice  refign'd, 
With  MORROW'S  cares  ne'er  charge  the  mind ; 
But  wifely  make  TO-DAY  your  own, 
And  as  neat  profit  put  it  down. 

v* \7iri  v-^j;i  *  aVjoH  bnwors  osl  Jl^ 
While  youth  permit  it,  gaily  prove 
The  pleafing  myfleries  of  love : 
Bled  with  a  blooming  fair,  advance 
Thro*  all  the  mazes  of  the  dance.:w  ^ 
Full  foon,  alas !  will  pevifh  age 
The  curtain  drop,  and  clear  the  ftage. 

Now  is  the  feafon  of  refort 
To  parks  and  malls  for  am'rous  fport : 
Now  favour'd  by  the  dufk  of  night, 
To  form  new  fcenes  of  gay  delight ; 


And 
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And  in  foft  wifpers  there  impart 
The  tender  ftory  of  the  heart. 

(And  now  the  laugh  betrays  the  maid 
Half  hid  in  fome  convenient  made  ; 
Where,  in  the  wanton  ftrife  of  love, 
The  youth  attempts  or  ring  or  glove  ; 
Which,  thos  pretending  to  deny 
In  compliment  to  modefty, 
She  willies  his ;  and  hopes  the  boy 
Will  not  regard  her  being  coy. 


l  svcrrq  iff 


ri 


o'JenriT 
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UPON   STERNE's   BURSTING    A   VEIN, 
AT  HEARING  A  MERRY  STORY. 

t*        '  '»  f»«-»      r-f     '?        r»»>l-       »<•»     -»»^^«     f    *~     % 

OL  D  jolly  AN  AC  R  BON  (as  (lories  relate) 
By  a  grape-ftone  was  killed:  TRAGI-COMICAL 

FAT:B)J,v 

Its  JUICE  has  kill'd  many  ;  but  who  was  e'er  known 
Before  this  poor  poet,  to  die  of  its  STONE  ? 
By  all  honeft  fellows  'twas  thought  very  hard,  Hiw  : 
That  BACCHUS  thus  fcurvily  treated  his  bard.  -,n  ffj^ 

But  left  any  hereafter  thefe  deities  truft, 
Know,  COMUS  will  prove  like  bafe  BACCHUS  unjuft: 
For  who  can  behold,  without  equal  concern, 
The  fate  of  that  jocular  wight  LAWRENCE  STERNE  ? 
He  heard  the  droll  TALE  —  now  no  longer  a  JOKE, 
And  chuckled  fo  long,  that  a  blood-vefTel  broke. 
Thus  COMUS' HIGH  PRIEST,  HUMOUR'S  FROLICKSOME 

SON, 

Is  in  danger  of  death  from  the  magic  of  fun  : 
True  SH ANDEAN  MARTYR!  whofe  fides  are  the  firft 
That  ever  by  the  dint  of  mere  laughter  were  burft. 

HORACE. 
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HORACE,     B  O  O  K    I.     O  D  E    VI. 
PARAPHRASED. 

^    a      *    I  fiv  "«*.l'"\   f*r\  ».'f  •  <  >  •       *t*»    <»  ''S 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  ALBERMARLE. 

Scriberis  vario  fortis  &  hoflium, 
Viftor  Mseonii,  &c, 


S 


OME  DRYDEN,  in  Meonian  verfe,, 
THY  glorious  dangers  (hall  rehearfe  ; 
Whate'er,  when  boldly  led  by  THEE, 
The  foldier  dar'd  on  land  or  fea. 


How  vain  our  efforts  to  relate 
A  BRADDOCK  curs'd  with  pride  by  fate; 
Or  fing  HAWKE'S  perils  on  the  main  ; 
Or  glorious  HOWE,  untimely  (lain  ! 
*Tis  confcious  fhame  deters  the  mufe, 
And  the  weak  ftrings  the  tafk  refufe  ; 
Too  low  I  find  the  feeble  lays 
For  KEPPEL'S  ear,  and  KEPPEL'S  praife. 


But 
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But  who  can  draw,  when  GLORY  charms, 
MARS  fheath'd  in  adamantine  arms  ? 
Who  can  exprefs,  in  worthy  ftrains, 
GRANBY  all  duft  on  German  plains  ? 
Or  CLIVE,  beneath  the  burning  ftar, 
Equal  to  all  the  EAST  in  war  ? 

Or  fcorch'd  with  love  and  foft  defires^ 

Such  as  the  fweet infpires ; 

Or  difengag'd,  and  freely  laid 

Trifling,  as  ufual,  in  the  (hade, 

Too  impotent  for  EPIC  flights, 

GAY  FEASTS  I  fing  and  VIRGIN  rights. 

—Who  pare  their  nails  —  with  fierce -fond  rage, 

Their  gentle  lovers  to  engage. 


bnA  • 


O  N 
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ON     T-HE     SPRING. 

f.r.v.  •,;•'  B.jfrhn-svcl  c:h  cirri  T 

WI N  T  E  R's  horrors  melt  away ; 
Snows  difiblve  and  frofts  decay. 
On  their  pinions  zephyrs  bring 
All  the  balmy  joys  of  fpring : 
Earth  with  lib'ral  bounty  pours 
Rich  variety  of  flowers. 
In  the  gay  enamell'd  mead, 
See  the  daify  lifts  its  head ! 
Circled  with  luxuriant  gold, 
Cowflip's  burnifh'd  pride  behold. 

Hark  !  from  ev'ry  tuneful  fpray, 
Vernal  mufic  wakes  the  day. 
Hark  !  the  dove,  in  melting  flrains, 
Languilhingly  foft  complains  •, 
Fondly  courts  his  billing  mate 
To  the  joys  of  nuptial  ftate. 

Echo  hears  the  am'rous  tale  ; 
Echo  tells  the  neighb'ring  vale  : 

Neigh- 
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Neighboring  vale,  the  neareft  hill ; 
Neareft  hill,  the  neighboring  rill : 
Thus  the  love-fick  ftory  runs 
Mazy  round,  thro*  nature's  *  ions. 


Rife,  my  fair  then,  come  away  ^ 
Let  my  love  know  no  delay ; 
Tepid  gales,  and  warmer  beams, 
Painted  fields,  and  purling  flreams  5 
Fragrant  groves,  with  grateful  fhade, 
By  the  focial  branches  made  : 
Such  inchanting  fcenes,  my  fairy 
Afk  thy  lovely  prefence  here. 

Come,  refiftlefs  nymph,  then  come, 
Leave  to  CARE  the  gilded  dome  : 
Pomp,  and  all  its  train  defpife, 
Rude  impertinence  and  noife  ; 
Envy,  flander,  malice,  ftrife, 
CURSES  OF  A  PUBLIC  LIFE  I 

*  The  inhabitants  of  Vales,   Hills,  and  Rills,  are  here  meant,  by 
Nature's  fons. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  for  rural  pleafures  quit, 
Smiles,  fincerity,  and  wit. 

Nature  bids  thee  yield  thy  charms 
To  the  happy  STREPHON'S  arms  ;     H 
STREPHON  begs  the  pleafmg  boon  ; 
STREPHON  begs  it  may  be  foon : 
Rum,  then,  into  STREPHON'S  arms; 
Come,  my  FAIR,  with  all  thy  charms, 
Mix'd  our  fouls  in  virtuous  blifs, 
Let  us  give  the  mutual  kifs : 
Let  us  not,  while  in  our  prime, 
Trufl  our  happinefs  to  time ; 
But,  while  vig'rous  to  enjoy, 
All  our  powers  in  blifs  employ :     ,,ij  <>3 
Seize  the  moments  as  they  rife, 
Leaving  FOOLS  TO-MORROW'S  joys. 


fblw  ibiS 


T  O 
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TO  A   FRIEND,    WITH    A   PRESENT 
OF  PIDGEONS. 

v»(*  U^jtffb  tta&y&w&l 

WRITTEN     IN     A     FIT    OF    THE 
1  i'-  G  OUT. 


Donarem  pateras,  grataque  commodus 
Cenforine,  &c.  HOR. 

WITH  anguifh  torn,  and  watchings  tir'd  5 
By  no  indulgent  mufe  infpir'd ; 
No  friend  to  chear  the  drooping  foul ; 
Forbid  the  pleafures  of  the  bowl : 
Ev'n  ftranger  to  the  calmer  joys, 
Which  folitary  pipe  fupplies  : 
In  flannel  wrapt,  confin'd  to  gruel : 
Ah  !  is  not  this  —  completely  cruel  ? 


Bleft  with  whate'er  has  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
I  grudge  you  not  your  feftive  eafe  : 
Your  cheaful  guefts ;  (a  chofen  throng) 
The  fprightly  dance,  or  jovial  fong ; 

Or 
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Or  pointed  joke,  or  rapartee, 
Marrow  of  fenfibillty : 
Or  bowl  that,  like  fair  VENUS,  fmiles, 
Turns  grief  to  mirth,  and  care  beguiles : 

Thefe  are  the  joys  my  foul  admires  ; 
Be  thefe  the  joys  this  day  infpires : 
Pure,  unalloy'd  with  hope  or  fear, 
Prolonged  thro*  many  a  circling  year, 
Gay,  as  when  firfl  the  hours  began, 
Quite  thro'  the  little  flage  of  man. 

As  late  amongfl  my  doves  I  flood, 
(Perhaps  'twas  one  of  VENUS'  brood) 
A  bird  much  bolder  than  the  reft,  ;  £ 

In  terms  like  thefe  the  bard  addreft : 
"  What  means  that  frown  upon  thy  brow  ? 
"  Alas !  I  fear  to  PIGEON'S  woe : 

,  ^  Cj 

"  Myfelf  ordain'd,  ill-fated  gueft ! 
"  An  expletive  at  A — SH — Y  feaft." 

How  jufl  its  fears  !  behold  (the  number 
Tn  RHIME  is  mere  pedantic  LUMBER) 

R  Some 


122  POEM      S. 

Some  few,  to  lengthen  out  the  cheer, 
That  humbly  beg  admittance  here  ! 
Pray  give  'em  wine,  'tis  what  they  love  •, 
Let  each,  at  lead,  fix  bumpers  prove  •, 
My  fubflitutes,  in  time  of  gout, 
When  their  poor  mailer  can't  ftir  out, 
In  flannel  wrapt,  with  gruel  fed, 
And,  ev'n  while  living,  almofl  dead. 

But  wine  is  ill-exchang'd  for  rhime  : 
Then  ply  the  glafs  •,  redeem  the  time  : 
Leaving  the  poet,  dreadful  fentence  ! 
To  flannel,  gruel,  and  repentance. 

P.  S.  Tell  HUNGERFORD*,  the  bill  is  found, 
For  poaching  on  poetic  ground, 
Directly  counter  to  a  rule 
Long  fmce  laid  down  in  PHOEBUS'  fchool : 
<c  That  MEN  OF  FORTUNE  never  fhou'd 
"  On  the  bard's  LIBERTIES  intrude." 

*  J.  Hungerford,  Efq;  of  Dingley,    who  fent  the  Author  an 
epigram,  which  is  here  alluded  to. 


The 
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The  punimment  that  will  enfue, 
Is  the  next  thing  that  comes  in  view. 

Now,  fmce  the  MUSES  females  are, 
And  HE  a  fav'rite  of  the  fair ; 
And  fmce  thefe  nymphs,  by  PHOEBUS'  grace, 
Are  to  determine  on  the  cafe, 
Well-knowing  that  no  BARD  can  fing 
So  well,  as  under  BACCHUS'  wing  •, 
I  readily  forefee  th'  event : 
A  BOTTLE  EACH,  and  to  —  REPENT. 


R  2  ON 
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ON   THE   FIFTH  OF  NOVEMBER, 
I. 

O€AM  !  which  round  thy  GRANTA'S  plains 
Thy  filver  waters  doft  difplay, 
Stop,  and  affift  the  mufe's  ftrains 
To  hail  the  glorious,  happy  day. 

II. 

To  this  thou  ow'ft  thy  plenteous  thanks, 
That  MUSES  here  preferv'd  their  feat ; 

And  LEARNING  ftill  approves  thy  banks 
For  MEDITATION'S  cool  retreat. 

III. 

See  !  mark'd  for  ruin,  fee  !  the  dome 

Aloft  with  recent  fplendor  rife  ! 
And  fafe  from  all  the  wiles  of  Rome, 

With  tow'ring  fummit  meet  the  fkies. 


IV.     See! 
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IV. 

See !  fee  !  thj  infernal  train  recede, 
Invok'd  by  treach'rous  FAUX  in  vain  ; 

And  confcious  of  th}  inglorious  deed, 
With  blufhes  feek  their  dark  domains ti/i 


V. 


As  when,  with  curs'd  ambition  fraught, 
ANGELS  thro*  their  prefumption  fell ; 

And  thrufl  from  HEAV'N,  which  they  fought, 
A  defp'rate  change !  were  doom'd  to  hell. 

VI. 

Now  with  unwonted  current  flow, 

In  all  thy  dignity  and  grace  : 
And  let  the  diflant  ocean  know 

The  raptures  of  this  happy  place. 


VII.     And 


126  POEMS. 

VJL 

And  let  great  ALBION'S  fame  be  fpread, 
Borne  on  thy  waves  from  fhore  to  more, 

And  raife  an  univerfal  dread, 

Till  TIME  and  ALBION  are  no  more, 

VIII. 

Hence  let  SEDJTJON  fear  its  fate, 
Nor,  big  with  hopes  of  high  reward, 

Prefume  to  hurt  that  happy  ftate, 

Whom  heav'n's  peculiar  influence  guards. 


ANA- 


o 
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A  N  A  C  R  E  O  N.      O  D  E    XI. 


ME  T  H I N K S  I  hear  the  ladies  fay, 
"  Poor  ANACREON  !  thou  grow'ft  gray  : 
"  Confult  the  glafs ;  no  longer  there 
"  You'll  find  the  wanton  wreaths  of  hair : 
<s  No  more  the  haggard  cheeks  difclofe 
"  The  rival  purple  of  the  rofe." 

Whether  'tis  true  that  age  appears, 
And  I  am  far  advanc'd  in^years ; 
Whether  gay  ringlets  grace  my  head, 
Or  all  the  bloom  of  life  be  fled, 
I  know  not ;  but  if  age  be  nigh, 
'Tis  time  to  feize  the  fleeting  joy. 
In  mirth  indulge  the  prefent  hour ; 
Fate  may  not  have  a  moment  more. 


#*\ 

If.  nl 
i  vM 
ovnl 

:^M 
:cml 


HORACE. 
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HORACE.    BOOK    I.    ODE    XIII. 

Cum  tu,  LYDIA,  Telephi 
Cervicem  rofeam,  &c. 


AH  !  when  to  STRPHON'S  charms  you  raife 
Your  voice,  and  all  his  beauties  praife  ; 
Diftracling  fpleen  my  breaft  invades  ; 
And  on  my  cheek  the  colour  fades  : 
In  all  the  depths  of  pafllon  toft, 
My  reafon's  in  confufion  loft  : 
Involuntary  tears  impart 
The  lingering  fever  of  my  heart:" 
My  foul  with  indignation  boils, 
When  flufh'd  with  wine  thy  charms  he  foils  •, 
Or  grown  impatient  of  the  blifs, 
ImprelTes  deep  the  cruel  kifs. 


But  if,  fond  maid,  you'll  condefcend 
To  hear  the  dictates  of  a  friend  •, 
Think  not  for  ever  your's  the  boy, 
Who  thofe  foft  pleafures  can  deftroy, 
By  VINUS  fteep'd  in  nectar'd  joy. 

;0£  Thrice 


i 
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Thrice  happy  they!  whom  HYMEN  deigns 
To  bind  in  love-infpiring  chains, 
Ev'n  to  the  lateft  hour  of  life, 
Unbroke  by  jealoufy  or  ftrife. 


ANACREON.      ODE    XVII. 
ON   A    SILVER   BOWL. 

VULCAN,  here  thy  (kill  beftow  5 
Art  in  full  perfection  fhow  : 
Carve  me  a  capacious  bowl, 
Large  as  my  capacious  foul, 

Let  no  bloody  weapons  ftain 
Pleafure's  filver-winding  main  : 
What  are  arms  to  me  and  joy  ? 
Arms  are  only  to  deftroy. 

Carve  me  then  a  mighty  bowl, 
Large  as  my  capacious  foul  : 
Let  no  artificial  fphere, 
Grac'd  with  twinkling  flars,  be  here  : 

S  Let 
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Let  no  conflellation  ihine 
Round  the  filver  fphere  of  wine. 
Grave  not  on  the  goblet's  fide 
Fierce  ORION'S  frowning  pride : 
Let  no  PLEIADS  weep  a  florm, 
And  Heav'n's  mimic  orb  deform. 
Tell  me,  VULCAN,  are  not  thefe 
Foreign  quite  to  mirth  and  eafe  ? 
Mirth  is  all  my  foul's  delight ; 
Then  let  mirthful  fcenes  invite. 

Let  the  mirth-infpiring  vine 
Round  the  jovial  goblet  twine  j 
Let  the  purple  cluflers  rife, 
Glowing  with  their  various  dyes ; 
Let  Bathyllus  here  be  feen, 
With  the  fon  of  beauty's  queen : 
Here  let  jolly  BACCHUS  fhine, 
MIGHTY  GOD  of  focial  wine ! 
Scenes  like  thefe  infpire  my  foul ; 
Then  let  thefe  adorn  my  bowl. 


AN 


W 
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AN   EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  RAKE. 

Hfcjn^jitei  n:  ft*vfiSH  rbsaft 
I  T  H  I  N  this  tomb, 
Unfocial  room,    . 
Mortality's  laft  flation, 
LORENZO  lies, 
Who  knew  no  vice 
But  —  fimple  fornication. 

In  this  indeed 
c£  f  He  did  exceed  •, 
In  women  quite  a  MISER  : 

For  which,  ho  doubt,!  3  3 

If  they'd  fpoke  out, 
They  thought  him  ne'er  the  wifer. 

Great  VENUS'  PRIEST, 

By  all  confeft  •, 
With  bufinefs  ever  hurried ; 

What  death  deftroyed 

He  foon  fupply'd, 
And  got  more  than  he  buried. 


S    2 
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If  fuch  a  rake, 

By  mere  miftake, 
Reach  Heav'n  in  mafquerade ; 

And  haply  there 

No  WOMEN  are,  „•  -^i 
By  JOVE,  he'll  run  ftark  mad. 

laki  .  • ;     eesil  os/::;  •  3,  I 


TO        SYLVIA. 

WHO    BROKE    A    LOOKING-GLASS, 

g^jjaaiM  £33' up  ru;r.:j  /  nl 
BY   ACCIDENT, 

AS  SHE  WAS  DRESSING  HERSELF. 

biMii 

X*l 

S 

For  once,  fair  MAID,  forbear  to  blame 
Blind  CHANCE'S  blunder-,  riot  your  own. 


UBSIDE  dire  paffion's  rifing  flame ! 
Nor  wear  the  face  an  angry  frown 


II.     DELU- 
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II. 

DELUSIONS  ofc  corrupt  the  mind, 

When  BLESSINGS  ever  new  arife; 
But  happily,  by  Heav'n  defign'd, 

MISFORTUNES  only  make  us  wife. 

Ill, 

That  CHRYSTAL  MIRROR  erft,  when  whole, 

Too  often  taught  THEE  to  be  vain  : 
THERE  PRIDE  firft  taints  the  female  foul, 

Whilft  BEAUTY  boafts  a  fhort-liv'd  reign. 


The  GLASS,  dear  maid,  now  broken  found, 

(If  WISDOM'S  precepts  be  thy  care) 
In  fcatter'd  fragments  on  the  ground, 

REFLECTS  a  moral  to  the  fair. 

V. 

BEAUTY,  which  much  ador'd  has  been, 
Too  like  the  LOOKING-GLASS,  mufl  fail  : 

The  polifti'd  furface  of  thy  fkin, 
Like  that,  as  brittle  and  as  frail. 

VI,    And 
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VI. 

And  as  that  dropt,  thus  drop  away 

The  RICH,  the  HONOURED,  and  the  BRAVE  : 

Thus  fhall  the  FAIR  HERSELF  decay, 
And  drop  like  THAT  into  the  grave,  /r; 

VII. 

Yea,  time  fhall  make  all  nature  weak  5 
The  SEA'S  grand  MIRROR  fhall  deftroy  : 

Drop  ev'ry  glittering  STAR,  and  break     :i^ 
That  MOLTEN  LOOKING-GLASS,.  THE  S.£f  .fifrfjy/" 

VJII. 

My  SYLVIA  then,  if  fond  of  fame,   in^  f23; 

Virtue's  heft  aid  alone  invoke  fc^.,. 
'Tis  this  fecures  a  lafting  name, 

When  natures  frame,  like  glafs,  is  broke*   .  n3; 


IX. 

When  dropping  from  the  hand  of  time, 

Each  fhiver'd  orb  fhall  yield  to  fire  -,      [3  DJ[f[  oo 

And  YOUNG'S  and  THOMPSON'S  works  fublime 
Help  raife  the  wqrld's  vaft  fun'ral  PYRE,     . 


THE 


o 
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THE     HAPPY    COUPLE. 


I. 


SE  E  here  the  true  joys  of  a  long-wedded  life ; 
How  happy  is  DAMON,  how  happy  his  wife ! 
Without  any  quarrel,  or  pafiion,  or  whim, 
"  He's  quite  fond  of  her,  and  fhe's  quite  fond  of  him.1 


II. 


Tho*  twice  thirty  harvefts  have  crown'd  the  rich  plain 
Since  HYMEN  prefented  the  lafs  to  the  fwain ; 
Yet  all  thofe  long  years  as  a  fingle  one  feem, 
"  He's  ftill  fond  of  her,  and  fhe's  ftill  fond  of  him." 


III. 


Their  lives  and  their  loves  together  will  lad, 
And  each  future  month  be  as  bleft  as  the  pad : 
When  limbs  are  infirm,  and  when  eye-fight  is  dim, 
"  He'll  be  ftill  fond  of  her,  and  (he  ftill  fond  of  him.' 


IV.     See 
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IV. 


See  yonder  twin  rofes  their  charms  how  they  blend! 
Whilft  each  does  the  other  adorn  and  defend  : 
See  how  they  both  bloom  and  both  fade  on  one  ftem  ! 
"  This,  this  is  a  pretty  refemblance  of  them." 


V. 


On  yon  lofty  elms  hear  the  foft  cooing  doves  ! 
Refponfive  in  fighs,  how  they  murmur  their  loves  ! 
Their  want  of  true  conftancy  none  can  condemn  j 
"  And  this  is  another  refemblance  of  them." 


VI. 


Be  pleas'd  to  obferve  well  the  new-married  pair, 
How  each  to  the  other  their  paffion  declare ; 
My  SWEET  ONE,  my  DEAR,  my  DELIGHT,  and  my 

GEM  : 
"  Believe  me,  'tis  juft  the  refemblance  of  them." 


VII.    Their 
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VII. 

.    Their  cloathing  and  food  are  fupply'd  by  their  farm, 
Their  ftraw-cover'd  dwelling  neat,  decent,  and  warm : 
With  health  and  with  honefty,  chearful  and  gay : 
"  No  PAIR  upon  earth  is  fo  happy  as  they," 

f::&tbi  fhv>-»     nij  taw.  la  c.«<ji  K  21 H  T  W^j' 
VIII. 

When  plowing  the  ground,  or  when  tending  the 

fheep, 

How  healthful  their  labours,  how  fweet  is  their  fleep ! 
Their  children  and  grand-children  brifk  as  the  jay ! 
"  No  PAIR  upon  earth,  fure,  fo  happy  as  they." 

IX. 

f •.••:.;  jonifro  ix  .;  //.M  V4V\  t?/b  oT 
And  when  they  are  dead,  and  are  buried  hard  by 
The  CYPRESS  or  YEW,  where  their  forefathers  lie  ; 
Their  neighbours,  in  tears,  and  lamenting,  will  fay, 
"  No  pair  upon  earth  was  fo  happy  as  they." 

T  ON 
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ON    THE    VANITY    OF 
LONG  ENCOMIUMS  UPON  THE  DEAD. 

**    t  *4 '-•-*' v  '    5- *V  V"   Q '  \ »       »-(•<)  . !  ..  II  JL 

I. 

WHEN  fons  of  men  their  breath  refign, 
And  grateful  friends  ere6t  the  fbrine; 
(The  beft  way  to  defcribe  their  fame) 
Upon  the  (lone,  that  marks  the  grave 
Of  all  th*  IGNOBLE,  or  the  BRAVE, 

Let  nought  be  mention'd  but  their  NAME. 

II. 

A  better  monument  of  praife 

To  the  JUST  MAN  you  cannot  raife, 

Whofe  life  adher'd  to  Virtue  fteady . 
If  to  a  KNAVE  a  tomb  you  rear, 
And  on  it  write  his  name  •,  flop  there ; 

You  have  faid  too  much  already. 

AN 
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AN  EPITAPH  ON  A  POOR,  BUT  HONEST  MAN. 

I. 


STOP,  Reader,  here,  and  deign  a  look 
On  one  without  a  name  ; 
Ne'er  enter'd  in  the  ample  book 
Of  fortune,  or  of  fame. 


II. 


Studious  of  peace,  he  hated  flrife  ; 

Meek  virtues  fill'd  his  breaft  ; 
His  coat  of  arms  "  A  SPOTLESS  LIFE." 

"  An  HONEST  HEART"  his  creft. 

HI.    3  fii  : 

Quarter'd  therewith  was  INNOCENCE  •, 

And  thus  his  motto  ran  •, 
"  A  CONSCIENCE  VOID  OF  ALL  OFFENCE, 

"  BEFORE  BOTH  GOD  AND  MAN." 

T  2  IV.     In 
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IV. 

In  the  great  day  of  wrath,  tho*  pride 
Now  fcorns  his  PEDIGREE  ; 

Thoufands  (hall  wifh  they'd  been  ally'd  ] 

. 
,  .  To  this  great  FAMILY. 

.  ;$|  ^|^^ 

*'i  -  ••^'^^^^^^^^iO 

ON      B   E   L   I   N  D   A'S 

OFFERING   HER   GLASS   TO   VENUS. 


FROM    THE    GREEK. 
tf.#wdE  aaiif?  -'id  A  '*  ^m^  lo 


ON  C  E-Gay  BELINDA,  ev'ry  TEMPLAR'S  boafl^ 
Each  LADY'S  envy,  and  each  COXCOMB'S  toaft; 
She  that  could  raife  in  ev'ry  breaft  a  flame  ; 
The  pride  of  TUNBRIDGE,  and  of  BATH  the  fame; 
Is  now,  alas  !  an  ANTIQUATED  MAID  •, 
Her  forehead  wrinkled,  and  her  teeth  decay'd. 


As  drefllng  erft,  her  faded  cheeks  me  fpy'd, 
This  much-lov'd  GLASS,  with  peevilh  tone,  fhe  cry'd, 

Spoil'd 
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Spoil'd  now  my  face,  and  odious  to  be  feen ; 
This  GLASS  I  offer  to  the  PAPHIAN  QUEEN  : 
This  fav'rite  GLASS  be  hers  •,  fmce  MINE  no  more 
Thofe  blooming  looks,  that  charm'd  the  world  before. 


ON    SUCH   INN-KEEPERS  AS 

'*T;.-.  -  ?»it'j  p*fAwdttteViA&  -3  H  ^" 

DRINK  THEMSELVES  ALMOST  TO  DEATH, 

\sg  woii  jhsm  molod  \ib  no  bnA; 

IN  ORDER  TO  ACQUIRE  A  LIVELIHOOD. 

HO W  hard  the  fate,  by  heaven  decreed 
To  publicans  on  earth ! 

Whofe  health  is  ill  exchang'd  for  bread,      }fo  j 
Whofe  livelihood  is  death. 

Thus  Paul  addreffed  the  fons  of  fin  ;  | 

"  For  wages  death  receive." 
Hard  wages  thofe !  on  which  poor  men, 

As  South*  fays,  cannot  live. 

*  Alluding  to  a  fermon  of  his  on  "  The  wages  of  fin  are 
death  :"  wherein  he  fays,  "  Hard'  wages,  that  a  poor  man  can 
not  live  by  them." 

T  O 
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sJ  o)  2:-j;>u?o  :Sas  t*:»,Yl  'rci  T/on  h?iloac 
TO  LUCINDA,   WEARING  A  GILT  BOUGH 

ON  THE  TWENTY-NINTH  OF  MAY. 

I. 
#A"87!#*O  ;<rr  Hj"J2   HO 

TH  E  BRITISH  SWAINS  this  HAPPY  DAY 
And  You,  with  extacy  behold  ; 
And  on  thy  bofom  mark  how  gay 
The  oak  refle&s  the  glittering  gold  ! 


Whilft  this  reminds  you  what  fad  toil 
Great  CHARLES  in  EXILE  did  fuftain  ; 

And  how  rejoic'd  the  harrafs'd  ISLE, 
Ther  rightful  LORD  reilor'd  again  5 


III. 


Ah  !  think  on  thy  poor  DAMON'S  woes  ; 

Refledl  upon  his  rankling  fmart  : 
How  much,  fad  fwain,  he  undergoes, 

A  wretched  EXILE  from  thy  heart. 

IV.     Ah  ! 
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IV. 


Ah !  let  the  mournful  life,  he  leads, 
Thy  tender  breaft  with  pity  move ; 

For,  fond  and  faithful  DAMON  pleads 
A  lawful  title  to  thy  love. 


V. 


Then  crown  his  conftant  flame  alone ; 

Reftore  HIS  long-fought  peace,  my  fair  : 
Then  lhall  an  EMPIRE,  or  a  THRONE 

Be  far  beneath  his  WISH  or  CARE. 


VI. 


But  as  companion,  hufband,  friend, 
His  CARE,  his  STUDY  all  lhall  be, 

How  belt  to  merit  and  defend 

His  happier  EMPIRE  plac'd  in  THEE. 


THE 
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THE    PROSPECT    OF    PEACE- 
A        SON    G. 

<cfc:, 


G 


R  E  A  T  England's  glory, 
Renown'd  in  ftory, 
With  numbers  fweet  my  raptur'd  foul  infpire ! 
See !  mufe,  what  gayer  profpedts  rife  before  ye  ! 
Awake  and  ftrike  the  founding  lyre. 

.2M-pjiHT  B  10  tgxi^M.'i  nfi  [hill  n-jfiT 

n«    ?  8iif  < 

WORTH  HONOUR  meeting, 
TRUTH  JUSTICE  greeting, 

Where  PLENTY  laughs,  and  leads  her  feflal  train, 
Around  Britannia's  fons  repeating 

Their  conquefts  on  the  land  and  main. 


III.    The 
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III. 

The  FAIR  ONES  fmiling, 

Each  care  beguiling, 

Their  heav'nly  charms  for  laurelPd  HEROES  fave : 
How  nobly  burns  the  foul  in  martial  toiling, 

When  LOVE  and  BEAUTY  crowns  the  brave! 

IV. 

Hail  ARTS  and  LEARNING, 

With  PEACE  returning ! 

Far  hence  difpell'd  the  Vandals  barb'rous  reign, 
Hark!  humbled  FACTION  mutters  fullen  mourning, 
And  bound  OPPRESSION  clanks  her  chain. 


V. 


HEAV'N  mercy  mewing, 
Frefh  gifts  bellowing, 

Thy  inbred  Feuds,  O  Albion  !  mall  appeafcj    «/  arfj 
Pieafure  refin'd  flill  fweetly  overflowing 
From  focial  converfe,  learned  eafe. 

U  VI.    Thy 


146  POEMS. 

VI. 

Thy  ISLE  all-hailing, 

Each  Ifle  excelling, 

PEA.CE,  olive -wreath'd,  her  blefiings  fhall  fupply : 
Spread  round  the  happy  PEASANT'S  humble  dwelling 
A  calm,  domeftic,  heart-felt  joy, 

VII. 

No  rude  alarming 
Of  WARRIORS  arming, 

No  CLARIONS  fhrill  the  rage  of  HEROES  move; 
In  peaceful  groves  are  fofter  VOICES  charming, 
The  voice  of  mufic  and  of  love. 

VIII. 

On  fruitful  TILLAGE, 
Secur'd  from  PILLAGE, 

The  waving  crops  mild  ZEPHYRS  gently  fway ; 
Whilft  gay-rob'd  MIRTH  thro*  ev'ry  blithfome  village 
Keeps  FROLIC  WAKE  and  HOLIDAY. 

IX.     In 
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IX. 

ffi 


In  fragrant  BOWERS, 
On  beds  of  FLOWERS, 

Fair  PHYLLIS  tells  a  long,  love-labour'd  tale ; 
Or  tunes  a  fonnet  after  genial  fhowers 
Under  the  HAW-THORN  in  the  dale. 
'  j&& ':-S6to*feft"  J^dDAa**  \llufi8  * '&i- 

X. 

fV.  .  on  A 

By  bleating  mountain, 
Or  willow'd  fountain, 

The  Stock -Dove  coos,  the  warbling  Linnet  flngs : 
Each  jocund  SWAIN,  in  rural  fhades  recounting 
What  bleffings  GEORGE  and  FREEDOM  brings. 


U  2  THE 
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THE   ART   OF   CONVERSATION. 

FROM    HORACE'3    ART    OF    POETRY. 

' M  tgWtfo jfvl  W  th  Kf  M> ' 

SHOULD  HOGARTH,  by  eccentric  fancy  led, 
Draw  fome  fine  RACE-HORSE  with  a  HUMAN 

HEAD, 

Or  with  a  gaudy  PEACOCK'S  PLUMAGE  dreft, 
Subjoin  a  DOLPHIN'S  TAIL  to  CHLOE'S  breaft, 
And  various  limbs  of  various  beads  combine, 
Who  would  not  laugh  at  fuch  a  wild  defign  ? 

'""' 

Believe  me,  now  juft  as  this  tablet,  fuch 
A  monfler  is  the  man  who  talks  too  much ; 
Who  void  alike  of  modefly  and  fenfe, 
Attacks  ONE'S  ears  with  wild  impertinence  ; 
Holds  on  his  filly  random  talk  for  ever, 
Like  a  SICK.  MAN,  LIGHT-HEADED  in  a  fever. 

The  BARD  and  PAINTER  fcorn  alike  all  laws : 
THIS  boldly  writes,  and  THAT  as  boldly  draws: 
Then  MEN  OF  PARTS  may  fure  be  free  like  thefe, 
To  talk  at  all  times,  and  fay  what  they  pleafe. 

Grant- 
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Granted  —  But  let  us  have  no  glaring  LIES, 
No  monftrous  TALES,  and  grofs  ABSURDITIES. 
L  .'Korr/.  au^aH  £  iiaixsjal  ittnb-tlool  eA 

Some  one,  perhaps,  is  deem'd  in  company 
A  man  of  wit,  and  keen  at  RAPARTEE  ; 
Whofe  tongue  at  firfl  has  fomething  great  profeft, 
And  ihew'd  him  more  facetious  than  the  reft : 
Who  long  has  talk'd  ofCouRT-lNTRicuEs  and  KINGS, 
LOVE,  HONOUR,  HORSES,  DUELS,  and  fuch  things : 

.i'2  JTT^fcl  hjTJi;  ,R<?MA^/jf23O3  it*  f23H3>5; 

What  to  the  purpofe  this,  I  afk  you  ?  well  — 
On  fome  TRITE  THEME  I  grant  you  may  excell  — 
But  farther  Itill ;  fuppofe  another  ftarts 
TRADE,  COMMERCE,  POLITICS,  or  LIB'RAL  ARTS  — 
Now  all  your  wonted  powers  of  RHET'RIC  fail, 
And  on  your  lips  deep  SILENCE  fets  her  feal; 
When  you  begin  with  fo  much  POMP  and  SHEW, 
Why  do  you  fink  fo  miferably  LOW  ? 
Why  lard  your  dying  fpeech  with  modern  oaths, 
And  pafs  long  praifes  on  your  neighbour's  cloaths  ? 
Obferve  the  weather's  bad,  or  fine  the  day, 
For  want  of  fomething  fenfible  to  fay  ? 

** 

Indeed, 
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Indeed,  good  Sir,  the  greateft  part  o'  thj  nation 
Miftake  mere  words  and  prate,  for  converfation, 
As  fools  think  IDLENESS  a  RECREATION. 

j  ni  Lun-nL  $Kf3tffirfiT|.  <*<$  3r 
The  POLITICIAN  throws  out  hints  fo  fhrewd  — 
HE  UNDERSTANDS  —  but  ne'er  is  underftood: 
The  BEAU,  affecting  to  be  thought  polite, 
Too  often  gets  the  name  of  COXCOMB  by't: 
The  boafting  SOLDIER  ftill  unceafing  rattles 
On  ARMIES,  MARCHES,  SIEGES, CAMPS,  andBATTLES. 
Too  fearful  fome  of  being  faid  to  PRATE, 
Or  elfe  more  fearful  of  a  WARM  DEBATE, 
Referv'd  and  cautious,  modeft,  grave,  and  ihy^'i  i 
Look  on  the  ground,  and  feldom  meet  your  eye. 

The  TRAVELLER,  as  void  of  WIT  as  FEAR, 

To  gain  the  clofe  attention  of  your  ear, 

Defcribes  flrange  COUNTRIES  where  he  ne'er  has  been, 

Or  ftranger  WONDERS  which  were  never  feen : 

Thus  fome  to  fhun  the  FOLLY  of  a  BROTHER, 

For  want  of  PRUDENCE,  fall  into  ANOTHER. 

A  man  there  was  not  far  from  Grofvenor-Square, 
That  well  could  grave  the  fingers,  nails,  and  hair ; 

But 
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But  never  fully  execute  his  plan, 
And  give  a  finifh'd  figure  of  a  man. 

Ye,  whom  kind  nature  forms  with  fluent  tongue, 
To  join  the  SOCIAL  and  CONVERSIVE  throng, 
Weigh  well  your  talents ;  be  diftincl  and  clear 

• 

In  what  you  urge,  and  keep  within  your  fphere : 
All  MASTERS  of  their  fubjects  talk  with  eafe, 
Convince  by  REASON,  and  with  LANGUAGE  pleafe. 

Here  all  the  art  of  CONVERSATION  lies, 
If  I  am  right  —  A  MAN,  WELL-BRED  and  WISE, 
Addrefles  all  with  a  becoming  GRACE  ; 
Speaks  what  is  proper  in  its  proper  PLACE  ; 
In  ev'ry  TOPIC  he  Ihall  introduce, 
Of  fprightlier  TURN,  or  of  more  general  USE, 
Smart,  not  fevere  ;  tho'  learn'd,  not  vain  or  rude ; 
Free  without  pertnefs,  and  politely  fhrewd. 

J    cVfil  fc5>Kl 


C  H  L  O  £ 
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CHLOE      ROMPING. 
I. 

^iifr^o 

CHLOE,  averle  to  prudifh  airs, 
Pert,  frifky,  young,  and  gay  -, 
Tho'  conftantly  (he  faid  her  PRAY'RS, 
Wou'd  fometimes  ROMP  and  play. 

II. 

'i:A — Jrigh  me  I  t! 
Why  not  ?  the  GODDESSES  above, 

As  faucy  POETS  Ihow, 
In  JOVE'S  all-fpacious  palace  love 

To  romp  like  NYMPHS  below. 

III. 

Some  fages  fay,  that  MATTER  huiTd 

Thro*  fpace  etherial  hither, 
By  ROMPING  atoms  form'd  the  world, 

Well  jumbled  all  togather. 

IV.    Dame 


POEM      a 
IV. 

Dame  NATURE  firft  the  ROMP  began-, 

And  ages  all  evince, 
That  WOMAN  fondly  mad  hath  ran 

With  ROMPING  ever  fince. 

V. 

Thus  whilft  at  BALLS,  with  air  genteel, 

Each  flowing  form  we  fee  > 
Dancing,  in  fact,  is  ROMPING  ftill 

With  REGULARITY. 

VI. 

Hence  ROUTS  and  DRUMS  a  ROMP  J  call, 

Tho'  by  a  DUCHESS  made; 
And  what's  the  greateil  ROMP  of  all, 

A  MIDNIGHT  MASQUERADE. 

VII. 

'Tis  hence  gay  CHLOE'S  airy  life 

Receives  the  general  ftamp ; 
'Tis  hence,  before  me  is  a  wife, 

She  fometimes  loves  to  ROMP. 

X  VIII.    Yet 
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VIII. 

Yet  ceafe,  dear  nymph,  that  FLORAL  fport, 

Whence  LOVE  has  keener  darts  j 
Tho'  you  may  pra&ife  it  unhurt, 

Too  deep  it  wounds  our  hearts. 

IX. 

O  !  whilfl  you  tread  with  SILENT  pace 

Amidft  the  fhady  grove, 
Or  prefs  the  CHAIR  with  eafy  grace, 

Or  in  the  MINUET  move  ; 

X. 

Or  leaning  on  your  fnowy  arms,  t 

Juft  hum  a  fonnet  o'er ; 
Aftonifh'd  we  furvey  thy  charms  j 

We  gaze,  admire,  adore. 

XL 

But  round  the  room  in  frolic  mood 

When  thus  you  frifk  it  fo, 
And  force  in  brifker  tides  the  blood 

O'er  rofy  cheeks  to  flow : 

XII.    While 
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XII. 

While  thus  you  fcatter  HEEDLESS  DARTS, 

Without  a  certain  aim  •, 
At  random  thrown,  they  pierce  all  hearts, 

Like  JOVE'S  ^BTHERIAL  FLAME*. 

XIII. 

Er^anrrrr;  (frunsfnifijs -j!b  r  i          >PVH^"~|" 

SOL'S  CHARIOT  thus,  which  in  DUE  PLACE, 

Does  genial  warmth  infpire ; 
Once  left  to  run  a  GIDDY  RACE,  ^ 

Set  all  the  WORLD  on  FIRE. 

*  Lightning. 


X  A    D  E  S- 
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DI I  quibus  imperium  cfl  animarum,  umbrseque 
filentes, 

Et  chaos  &  phlegethon,  loca  node  tacentia  late, 
Sit  mihi  fas  audita  loqui :  fit  numine  veitro 
Pandere  res  alta  terra  &  caligine  merfas. 


Spelunca  alta  fuit,  vaftoque  immanis  hiatus 
Scrupea,  tuta  lacu  nigro,  nemorumque  tenebris, 
Quam  fuper  hand  ullas  poterant  impune  volantes 
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•:>5i  siabnsT 
A  DESCENT  INTO  THE  KITCHEN  OF 

TRINITY  COLLEGE,    IN  CAMBRIDGE; 

IN  IMITATION  OF  ENEAS'  INTO  HELL. 

..<^.-,j.c#i:*js.  iiHoufU  ji  .aij^^nsiiA^fi'Bs  rnmn/fT 

FROM    VIRGIL. 

SO  L's  fiery  courfers  on  the  ocean  neigh'd, 
Whilft  their  GREAT  DRIVER  with  his  THETIS 

play'd  •, 

When  ME  to  fumy  coafts  Hi  LA  RIO  bore, 
To  view  the  wonders  of  the  dreary  fhore. 

GREAT  GRISLY  MONARCH  of  th*  infernal  glades, 
And  ALL  YE  RULERS  of  night's  filent  (hades, 
AIM  the  Mufe  in  worthy  ftrains  to  tell 
The  wond'rous  wonders  of  a  modern  hell. 

Clofe  by  that  ftrufture  of  immortal  fame, 
Which  owes  its  grandeur  to  great  HENRY'S  name, 
A  gloomy  vault  its  hideous  jaws  extends, 
And  pointing  on  to  realms  of  FLAME  defcends : 
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Tendere  iter  pcnnis  :  tails  fefe  halitus  atris 
Faucibus  effundens  fupera  ad  convexa  ferebadQ  , 

Conclamat  vates  -  r3C 

Nunc  animis  opus,  JEnea,  nunc  peclore  firmo  •,    ,-f  [ 
Tantum  effata,  furens  antro  fe  immifit  aperto. 


Ibant  obfcuri  fola  fub  node  per  umbram  ; 
Quale  per  incerta"m  lunam  fub  luce  maligna 
Eft  iter  in  Sylvis,  ubi  coelum  condidit  umbra 
Jupiter,  &c. 

>  "io  ai^biiQw  sib  w*nv  o'F 


Vcftibulum  ante  ipfum  primifque  in  faucibus  orci 
Lucius  &  ultrices  pofuere  cubilia  curse, 
Pallentefque  habitant  morbi,  triftifque  feneflus, 
Et  metus  &  malefana  fames  &  turpis  ejeitas. 
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Around  the  gulph  inceflant  vapours  fly, 
And  ftrait  condenfing,  intercept  the  fky. 

All  fear  to  banilh,  and  prevent  furprife, 
"  Call  all  your  courage  forth"  HILARIO  cries; 
Won  by  example,  be  thy  heart  ferene, 
Prepar'd  with  me  to  view  each  darker  fcene. 

He  faid  -  • 


Behind  the  youth  my  trembling  fleps  I  bend, 
And  down  the  vault's  capacious  jaws  defcend  j 
Thro*  difmal  caverns  urge  a  dreary  way, 
Beneath  the  glimm'ring  of  uncertain  day, 
Dim  as  when  Luna  with  imperfect  beams, 
Obfcure  and  darkling,  thro'  the  foreft  gleams. 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  this  wretched  place, 
Sat  griping  FAMINE  with  her  meagre  face; 
Arround  the  goddefs  pin'd  incefTant  CARE  ; 
And  pale-fac'd  SORROW  with  difhevelPd  hair; 
Shock'd  with  the  rueful  fight,  from  hence  we  ilray, 
Our  pafTage  fleering  thro*  the  crowded  way 
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Hie  omnis  turba  ad  ripas  effufa  ruebat, 
Matres  atque  viri  — — 

^-jlhcFrJl  tnrmrfr  has  .iftntfisf  01  istffc  I;  A 
Continue  auditse  voces,  vagitus  &  ingens, 
Infantumque  animse  flentes  in  limine  primo. 


Quasfitor  Minos  urnam  movet  ;  ille  filcntum 
Conciliumque  vocat,  vitafque  &  crimina  difcit. 


bn  A 


/"  Lri''.JI  iij'I'Y  'ju  mt^'I 

Inter  quas  Phaenifla  recens  a  vulnerc  Dido 
Errabat  fylva  in  magna,  quam  Troius  heros 
Ut  primum  juxta  ftetit,  agnovitque  per  umbram 
Obfcuram  - 
Demifit  lacrimas,  dulcique  affatus  amore  eft. 

if  iiiiw  'MA  **%  »V>A-d&K-  bfl  A 
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Where  angry  youths,  by  pinching  famine  bold, 
O'erflow'd  their  bounds,  and  like  a  torrent  roll'd 

Down  the  extended  gulph 

4pi;-j  \  t&wim-  ssfr* 

Here  dreadful  clamours,  undiilinguifh'd  noife,  o'J 
Cooks,  gips  and  fcullions,  with  promifcuous  cries,  > 
In  ceafelefs  vollies  rend  the  nether  ikies. 

Clofe  by  the  door,  in  SYRIAN  purple  dreft, 
Sat  MINOS,  kind  avenger  of  th'  oppreft; 
Th'  extended  confcience  of  the  cooks  he  guides, 
And  fates  of  QUANTUMS  with  his  will  decides : 
Round  whofe  defpotic  throne  the  STUDENTS  wait, 
And  from  his  MINUTES  learn  low  CREDIT'S  fate. 

Here  haplefs  MOPS  A,  while  with  anxious  toil, 
The  Plates  me  rinces  from  their  greafe  and  foil  •, 
Her  faithlefs  LOVER  like  ELIZA  mourns, 
Prefaging  future  throes  in  moving  groans  : 
But  when  HILARIO  'midft  the  crowd  fhe  knew, 
No  longer  grieving,  to  the  fhades  withdrew  ; 
The  ftartled  youth  the  beck'ning  nymph  purfu'd, 
And  with  a  promis'd  purfe  all  future  pangs  fubdu'd. 
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Ilia  folo  fixos  oculos  averfa  tencbat  : 
Tandem  corripuit  fefe  atque  inimica  refugit 
In  nemus  umbriferum  - 
Nee  minus  ^neas,  cafu  perculfus  iniquo, 
Profequhur  lacrimans  longe  -  • 


g^iilov  .:o',Jl*:o: 


\J.  •  .  :>;  :.;  ar  enoo>.3.d,i  *(''; 

Gnoffius  haec  Rhadamanthus  habet  durifllma 
Caftigatque  auditque  dolos^  fubigitque  fateri. 


Continue  fontes  ultrix  aceinda  flageilo 
Intentans  angues  vocat  agmina  faeva  fororum. 

>tfli  ttut'Ji    .nifil^i 
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Here  RHADAMANTHUS,  whofe  tyrannic  fway 
Fifh,  beafls  and  fowls,  nay  fruits  and  eggs  obey, 
With  thund'ring  voice  proclaims  his  fubjects  doom, 
While  blood  and  flaughter  drench  the  floating  room  : 
Unlike  mild  Bruin  *,  he  attacks  the  flain, 
And  on  the  victims  tries  all  modes  of  pain  •, 
While  grifly  fiends  his  dire  commands  fulfil, 
And  fhew  at  once  their  cruelty  and  -(kill, 


Here  fierce  ALECTOR'S  brandifri'd  arms  divide  <( 
The  mangled  fwine,  and  gore  the  gaping  hide  •, 
The  fell  MEG^ERA  plaice  and  congers  fries, 
Which  in  loud  hiffings  mourn  their  obfequies  : 
Ixion  working  round  the  fatal  wheel, 
Makes  flaughter'd  beeves  perpetual  tortures  feel  : 
Where  a  SIR  LOIN,  like  rath  PROMETHEUS,  tied,  < 
Oft  weeps  the  iron  vulture  at  his  fide  ; 
While  calves,  and  lambs,  and  fowls  impal'd,  deplore 
Their  inflant  fate,  and  curie  each  hellidi  pow'r. 
Quite  tir'd  with  fcenes  of  fuch  confummate  woe, 
At  length  HILARIO  gives  the  word  to  go  : 
When  fwift  as  thought,  Hill  mudd'ring  at  the  fight, 
We  dart  away,  and  feek  the  upper  light. 

*  'Tis  faid  the  Bear  never  feeds  on  a  dead  carcafe. 

Y  2  A    P  A  S- 
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tea^-dloriWi  r*tn  I'VAMAtt/,  H  JI  TttT  I  ^ 

A      P  xteliSa  T   O  R   A  L. 
jffloofr  RlVjjfffA  ?.iii  amkfocnq  n^rov  gnh'fjnprh  rbiW 
PARAPHRASED  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 


SHEPHERD. 


O 


What  great  "pteafvi're  'tis  to  meet  : 

In  this  delightful,  blcft  retreat 
My  SHEPHERDESS  !  my  fair  one,  fay, 
How  you  fpend  the  loit'ring  day. 

t?3iit  ^s^noD-bn^  ODUJ.CJ  AJi^oaM  Ib*:  srfT 
aww,S.H  E  P  H-E  R  D  E  "SiSbfJo 

ebarlw  fsjfil  3'Is  Lni/oi  gfliiliow  noixl 
My  mother's  flock,  O  gentle  fwain,  "'JffgfJ 
Ranges"  o'er  yonder  neigh'  bring  plain  : 
To  keep  that  flock  that  feeds  hard  by,:  sri;  2 
Is  my  whole  pleafure  and  employ. 

.1'.  i  o'tiao  bnjs  f3tfit  :ru:i}ai  ihHT 

SHEPHERD. 

.jaw  3fb  r^vjg  OIJIAJIH  rl^flsi  3A 
Oh  !  THOU,  whofe  charms  fo  lovely  bloom, 
Without  offence  may  ONE  prefnme 

To 
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To  fit  by  thee  in  this  fair  dale, 
And  tune  a  fong,  or  tell  a  tale  ? 

SHEPHERDESS. 

I  beg  you,  SWAIN,  come  not  too  near; 
This  faithful  DOG  that  guards  me  here, 
If  once  provok'd,  you  foon  will  find 

Is  vengeful  and  of  favage  kind. 
»>»^^^ 

SHEPHERD. 

Your  fnarling  DOG,  tho*  ne'er  fo  cruft, 
I  fear  not :  let  him  do  his  worft : 
The  hardnefs  of  your  heart,  my  dear, 
Is  all  a  (hepherd  has  to  fear. 
The  fprightly  fonnets  much  you  love 
Of  birds,  that  warble  thro*  the  grove  ; 
Why  then  from  my  love- breathing  lay 
Thus  do  you  turn  your  ear  away  ? 

SHEPHERDESS. 

The  harmlefs  bird  in  groves  that  fings 
No  danger  to  the  hearer  brings : 

But 
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But  'tis  not  fo,  when  gentle  fwains 
Tune  their  too-moving  tender  drains. 

SHEPHERD. 

Oh  !  think,  FAIR  MAID,  as  think  you  muftpci 
That  'tis  both  cruel  and  unjuft, 
Whilft  you  have  got  (too  well  'tis  known)oiq  • 
Another's  heart,  to  keep  your  own. 

SHEPHERDESS. 

Impute  to  me  no  cruel  part*  «»< 
Nor  wifh  I  for  another's  heart :  1  I 

But  hope  I  always  ihall  know  how 
To  guard  my  own  —  as  I  do  now.  fl  i  "(j 

The  weary  fun,  with  feebler  ray, 
Begins  to  fet  and  clofe  the  day  ; 
The  fhades  project,  and  night  comes  on, 
And  warns  us  fhortly  to  be  gone. 
My  fleecy  care,  'tis  plainly  feen, 
Leave  with  regret  this  verdant  green  * 
But  when  to-morrow  gilds  the  plain, 
I  then  fhall  bring  them  here  again. 

'  rev  .j  logn^b  oH 

TO 
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•iY«j.: 
TO    A    YOUNG    GENTLEMAN    OF 

^  nc  }}  ^:I:  5  ;r>qnii;  *  iwxa.  .tlo&b,  y\rio'#  nl 

BIRTH    AND    FORTUNE. 


DARE  to  forgive,  lov'd  youth,  the  homely  page, 
Which  fwells  with  no  poetic  fuftian  rage  ; 
Forgive,  if  truth  in  humble  guife  appear  3 
Npr  airy  fancy  paint  her  foibles  here  : 
No  pompous  lines  with  learning  daub'd  about, 
Which  oft  requires  as  much  to  find  it  out  •, 
Fearlefs  of  cenfure,  fuch  I  banim  hence  ; 
For  bed,  like  folid  gold,  is  folid  fenfe. 

Pure  be  thy  morals,  for  the  GREAT,  we  find, 
In  all  their  actions  influence  mankind  ; 
Whatever  paflions  our  SUPERIORS  guide, 
Each  weaker  mind  think  reafon  on  their  fide. 
Let  then  bright  virtue  grace  thy  youthful  bud  : 
"  A  good  example  is  a  public  good." 

J  ,!Lob,  :wcn«i>: 

Nor  fludions  lefs  each  lib'ral  fcience  fcan, 
Which  forms  the  manners  and  adorns  the  man  ^ 


And 


168  P      O      E      M     -S. 

And  fince  kind  heaven  has  given  thee  fuch  a  dow'r, 

The  flow  of  riches,  and  the  arm  of  pow'r, 

In  worthy  deeds  excel  j  impart  thy  (lore 

To  teach  the  ignorant,  and  cloath  the  poor : 

Be  bravely  juft  •,  thy  fovereign's  friend  confeft; 

And  blefs  thy  country  -,  by  thy  country  bleft. 

To  every  ufeful  art  a  PATRON  be, 

And  let  each  fcience  find  a  FRIEND  in  thee. 


Tho'  outward  pomp  may  fill  the  public  ways, 
And  from  the  mob  draw  fhouts  of  empty  praife ; 
Intrinfic  worth  muft  true  regard  create  •,    <  lo 
The  beft  fupport  and  guardian  of  the  great. 

Ah!   what  is  GREATNESS?    oft  falfe  GREATNESS 

fprings 

From  ravag'd  kingdoms,  and  from  murder'd  kings. 
Mark  where  it  ends  :   He,  whofe  triumphal  car 
Was  drawn  by  KINGS,  the  glorious  fpoils  of  war, 
Whom  late  ambition  fwell'd  into  a  GOD  : 
How  fallen  now !  a  vulgar  lifelefs  clod  ! 

lol  ^f/oibufl  lo/I 

Ah!  what  is  GLORY  ?  fleeting,  fhadowy,  vain! 
No  longer  now  proud  Carthage  towers  remain  : 

Where 
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Where  now  the  glitt'ring  hall  fo  fam'd  of  old, 
The  floor  of  fapphire,  and  the  roof  of  gold  ? 
Sunk  is  the  grandeur  of  th'  Egyptian  fame, 
And  CHEOP'S  ftately  tomb  is  but  a  name. 

The  arms,  whofe  blazon  tells  an  antient  race 
A  patent,  ftar  and  garter,  or  a  place, 
Weak  mortals  may  the  greatefb  honours  call ; 
Virtue's  a  title  nobler  far  than  all. 
The  VAIN  may  laugh,  the  VIRTUOUS  feoff  to  fee 
Devotion  rifing  from  the  eye  or  knee  : 
But  know,  when  crowns  and  coronets  fhall  fail, 
When  friends  and  riches  can  no  more  avail ; 
When  youth  is  fled,  and  pleafures  are  no  more, 
RELIGION  puts  us  out  of  FORTUNE'S  power. 


T  O 
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•l;-vV  ftffrftj  ,3  BeH  it  uyr;;f;:  .«fi  ^  •-  atiiriW' 
TO        M    Y    R    A. 

ON  HER  RETURN  INTO  THE  COUNTRY. 
A        SONG. 

I. 
.fte'tatf*  '••attototrt  *foil  s  v.>;jT3t7 

YO  U  afk  me,  whilft  I  frequent  rove 
By  murmuring  ftream  or  fhady  grove, 

To  fing  of  fomething  new : 
I  ftrive  to  raife  my  trembling  voice ; 
But  flill  the  mufe  approves  her  choice, 

And  fmgs  of  nought  but  You. 

II. 

When  You  was  abfent  from  our  plains, 
The  pipes  of  all  our  penfive  fwains 

Quite  mute  and  filent  grew  : 
But  now  You  blefs  the  rural  throng. 
Each  fwain  refumes  his  jocund  fong 

To  happinefs  and  You. 

III.     HERE 
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III. 

HERE  then,  O  all-accomplilh'd  fair! 

JT§ 
Long  fix  your  flay  with  fhepherds  here, 

Who  wilh  for  nothing  new  *, 
Bid  mufic  raife  her  fprightlieft  flrains, 
Or  paint  with  matchlefs  art  thofe  plains, 

Where  nature  charms  in  You. 

JV 
IV. 

a 

VJiiguorlf  *k> •3*nu»-  /bnft  hf.fi  -fifvj  '.:.,>~w!  /«;!Y, 
So  fhall  APOLLO,  WISDOM'S  SIRE. 
Refponfive  to  the  warbling  lyre, 

Celeftial  airs  renew : 
The  MUSES,  fair  AONIAN  MAIDS, 
Refort  to  thcfe  delightful  fhades, 

And  ever  dwell  with  You. 


Z  2  AGAINST 


1 72  POEM      S. 

AGAINST      LIBELS. 

BURNT  be  .the  piece,  forgot  the  author's 
That  dares  to  hurt  a  good  man's  honeft 
Alarms  the  virtuous  breafl  with  caufelefs  fear, 
"  Or  draws  from  INNOCENCE  a  fingle  tear:" 
Whofe  pois'nous  rage  invents  the  dire  difgrace, 
And  fpreads  the  blufh  upon  the  modeft  face. 

What  tho'  with  fiow'ry. words  the  lines  be  fraught? 
With  keeneft  wit,  and  fineft  turns  of  thought  ? 
What  tho'  the  reader's  nicer  ear  to  footh, 
Well  tim'd  the  paufe,  die  numbers  fbft  and  fmooth  ? 
Thus  dipt  in  oil,  the  polifh'd  razor'5  found 
With  greater  eaie  to  give  a  deeper  wound. 

•     ti°)\  -)>{ 


O  N 
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ON      A      BEETLE. 

t\(«nf}  tfov  "i'Jyt-jih?  no  i^lqrmnj  \.u!T 
I. 


S 


LOW  REPTILE,  of  an  uncouth  form, 
Purfue  thy  road  fecure  ; 


Refembling  much  the  HUMAN  WORM  : 
Thou'rt  welcome  to  my  floor. 

:J?wj-p  wo'^ibuis  no  gniFvmD 

II. 
.^try  .       01  iB'jl:  ion  tq35iD  I 

Proftrate  my  feet  do'fl  THOU  addrefs, 

Like  SLAVES  the  SULTAN'S  throne  ? 
Thy  pride,  perhaps,  may  be  no  lefs; 

A  MONARCH,  but  unknown.  3  Hub 


IIL 


What  tho'  but  homely  is  thy  feature  ? 

More  odious  things  I  know  •, 
The  felfilh  churl's  an  uglier  creature, 
Unparalell'd  below. 

Ibflild  5  bnc  G^ 

IV.    Tho' 
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IV. 

A      Tt  3 

Tho'  trampled  on  where'er  you  ftray, 

A  fad  unwelcome  gueft : 
Lo !  MAN  by  MAN  is  every  day 

Scorn'd,  cheated,  and  opprefs'd. 


V. 


JO- 
i    Ci 


The  lark  to  Heav'n  fwift-mounting  flies  ;    jruof 

Grov'ling  on  earth  you  crawl : 
Thus  lofty  bards  afFedb  the  Ikies ; 

I  creep,  nor  fear  to  fall. 


VI. 

, 

*Tis  faid,  "  Thou'rt  blind!"  even  thus  the  bard 

To  GARRET  dull  confin'd, 
Who  trufts  to  PATRONS  for  reward, 

Believe  me,  is  as  blind. 

VII. 

i  si  vbrnod  lud 


But  fearch  the  world  with  -ftrifteft  care ; 

How  many  can  you  find, 
Tho'  boafting  brighter  parts  —  but  are, 

Like  BARD  and  BEETLE,  blind  ? 

THE 


OEMS. 


THE      LOVERS. 
I-  ,  «*  w  H^iKftfawrt  Mittm/Add  rfsft  Y>?dT 

AN      ANACREONTIC 

6ffi&n  grjolfeo  err  '3  il  1  -iff.  3  r/<T 

YO  N  fond  pair,  dear  CHLOE,  view, 
Young  and  innocent  as  you  ! 
See  how  lovingly  they're  laid 
In  that  fountain's  cooling  fhade  ! 
Near  'em  murmuring  waters  flow  ; 
Blooming  flow'rs  around  'em  glow  ; 
Pretty  fportive  lambkins  play  : 
NATURE  ev'ry  where  looks  gay, 

See  the  fair  with  willing  mind 
On  her  STREPHON'S  arm  reclin'd  ! 
See  with  honeft  plain  addrefs, 
STREPHON  in  his  turn  carefs  ! 
While  the  maid,  tho'  fir'd  with  blifs, 
Seems  to  ftruggle  for  a  kifs  : 
Brighter  NYMPH,  or  happier  SWAIN, 
Never  rang'd  th'  Arcadian  plain. 

CHLOS, 
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CHLOE,  hence  let  us  (thy  waift 
By  my  circling  arm  embrac'd) 
Thro*  fuch  beauteous  landfcapes  walk, 
Mingling  kifles,  mingling  talk. 
But  ah !  let  no  odious  name 
Stigmatife  our  tender  flame : 
Then  mall  Heav'n  our  YOUTH  approve ; 
A  YOUTH  —  of  innocence  and  love. 


T  O 
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TO      STELLA, 

ON  A  SHOE  CURIOUSLY  WORKED  BY 

HER  WITH  A  NEEDLE. 

. 

/   |  A  H  E  taper  waift,  and  arms  like  fnow, 

JL       The  dimpled  cheek,  and  eyes  of  floe, 
Are  vulgar  charms,  FLIRTILLA  faid  j 
And  built  a  WINDMILL  on  her  head. 

But  STELLA,  whom  the  gods  have  bleft 
With  elegance  beyond  the  reft, 
One  day  with  curious  needle  drew 
Her  fprightly  fancy  on  her  fhoe  : 
CUPID  admir'd  the  pretty  thought ; 
And  VENUS  prais'd  what  STELLA  wrought. 
Hence  when  me  treads  the  Sylvan  fcene, 
With  eafy  air  and  looks  ferene, 
The  GRACES  all  around  her  wait, 
And  guide  her  feet  and  form  her  gait : 
Each  raptur'd  youth  with  pafiion  glows  -, 
And  ENVY  follows  where  me  goes. 

A  a  TO 
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TO  A  LADY  OF  RANK  AND  FORTUNE, 

WITH  A  TREATISE  CONTAINING 
SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  HER  ANCESTORS. 

WHILST  others,  fkill'd  in  ev'ry  fofter  air, 
Politely  civil  to  engage  the  fair, 
Each  trifling  topic  happily  advance, 
Prefent  a  play-book  or  a  gilt  romance  ; 
Deign,  MYRA,  to  accept  this  ruder  page, 
And  learn  the  virtues  of  a  former  age ; 
Weigh  well  each  line  momentous,  where  is  feen 
What  thy  long  race  of  ANCESTORS  have  been  ; 
But  ceafe  to  boaft  thy  high  defcent  of  blood, 
*Proud  of  the  nobler  honour—  to  BE  GOOD, 

,','/•  ,j,-/d  .V  /  .*.I..:  "  T  """JM'i  '/   t}ftf 

Whilft  thoughtlefs  nymphs  in  gilded  chariots  ride 
To  coftly  banquets  and  the  feafts  of  pride  •, 
Where  all  the  VAIN  their  focial  hours  abufe 
In  tales  of  fcandal  and  ill-natur'd  news ; 
More  virtuous  THOU  wilt  vifit  oft  the  fpot 
Where  dwells  the  peafant  in  a  ftraw-built  cot, 

Where 
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Where  on  his  thorny  bed  AFFLICTION  lies, 
Or  pale  DISTRESS  with  lonely  VIRTUE  fighs  : 
Wilt  kindly  wipe  the  trickling  tear  away, 
Bid  ANGUISH  fmile,  and  POVERTY  be  gay. 

Let  others  vainly  ftrive  themfelves  to  blefs 
With  all  the  glare  of  EQUIPAGE  and  DRESS  •, 
Be  thine  the  moral  pleafures  of  the  mind, 
An  humble  temper  and  a  will  refign'd  ; 
Fair  CHARITY,  foft  PEACE,  and  meek  CONTENT, 
And  the  full  honours  of  a  life  well  fpcnt:,->b    "W- 
Thefe  when  all  POMP  mall  fail,  as  fail  it  muft, 
And  all  the  titled  DEAD  be  turn'd  to  dud, 
Thefe  living  ftill,  a  MYRA'S  name  (hall  fave 
Bloom  beyond  death,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 


1  ft  A 


Aa  2  AN 


i8o 
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AN  EPITAPH,  FOUND  IN  THE  SEPULCHRE 


OF  CYRUS  THE  PERSIAN  MONARCH 

BY  ALEXANDER  THE  GREAT. 

FROM  THE  GREEK, 

WHOE'ER  thou  art,  that  view'ft  this  vaulted 
dome, 

Some  mighty  CONQUEROR  in  time  to  come? 
Here  CYRUS  lies,  a  monarch  dear  to  fame ; 
The  firft  great  FOUNDER  of  the  PERSIAN  name. 
Learn  hence  how  all  things  change,  or  all  decay ; 
How  KINGS  muft  die,  and  KINGDOMS  pafs  away  : 
Ah  !  grant  my  bones  this  fmall,  unenvy'd  room ; 
And  tho'  you  fpoil  my  COUNTRY,  fpare  my  TOMB. 


THE 
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/  fj>/!W 
THE     GOOD     WIFE. 

•vwe  TW-     v,l>br(;*ttfp<M  hftr!ho!)«ftiriiJB^Iiturwy/R  ;.A 
FROM  THE  THIRTY-FIRST  CHAPTER 


ii©  z?y  s 
OF  PROVERBS. 

HAPPY  the  man  whom  Heav'n  directs  to  find 
A  lovely  CONSORT  with  a  virtuous  mind  : 
Her  charms  are  brighter,  and  her  virtue  more 
Than  fparkling  rubies  or  the  golden  ore.  >*&  ah 
Bleft  in  her  love,  and  in  her  conduft  bleft, 
No  jealous  fears  alarm  the  HUSBAND'S  breaft  ; 
No  wily  frauds  a  fortune  need  repair, 
Too  often  wafted  by  th1  unthinking  fair. 
For  her  the  flax  its  fwelling  boll  prepares, 
For  her  yon  flock  the  fleecy  treafure  wears  -, 
'Tis  hence  me  traffics,  far  and  wide  well  known, 
With  curious  manufactures  all  her  own  : 
For  which  the  merchants  barter  various  ftore, 
The  far-fetch'd  produce  of  a  foreign  fhore. 
E'er  yet  the  morn  beftreaks  the  ruddy  Eaft, 
She  fprings  from  (lumber  and  inglorious  reft; 

Where 
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When  'mongft  her  fervants,  ready  to  obey, 
She  deals  the  meat  and  bufmefs  of  the  day  : 
As  annual  gain  fuccefsful  labours  yield, 
She  buys  the  tenure  of  fome  fruitful  field,  L    £v"    . 
Where  on  the  hills  fhe  bids  the  vintage  glow, 
Whilft  the  glad  vallies  laugh  and  fing  below. 

HEALTH'S  active  vigour  is  her  boafted  charm, 
And  STRENGTH  the  precious  bracelet  of  her  arm.   - 
Each  early  dawn  beholds  her  care  begun*  ?.#niub 
Nor  ends  her  labour  with  the  fetting  fun  ;bm;c 
Witnefs,  ye  confcious  lights,  her  nightly  toil, 
The  wafting  candle  and  the  finking  oil  •, 
She  plies  the  diftafF,  tho'  fo  nobly  bred, 
And  round  the  fpindle  winds  the  ductile  thread  : 
Relieves  the  need  of  every  neighb'ring  poor, 
And  pilgrim  want  goes  chearful  from  her  door. 
Return,  ye  fealbns,  welcome  all!  her  care 
Makes  change  of  raiment  for  the  changing  year : 
Warm  in  the  fnow  her  fons  are  cloath'd  in  frize  •, 
And  finer  SCARLET  cburts  the  fummer  breeze. 
See  fabled  tap'ftry  grace  each  ftately  room, 
The  beauteous  product  of  her  far-fam'd  loom ! 


Her 
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Her  cloaths  all  wrought  with  filk,  invite  the  eye 
With  colours  brighter  than  the  Tyrian  dye! 
Nor  THOU,  her  confprt,  art  diftingnifh'd  lefs, 
With  every  matchlefs  elegance  of  drefs. 
When  to  the  afifembl'd  ftate  full-rob'd  you  come  ; 
Thofe  robes  declare  the  prudent  DAME  at  home. 

•  {^*Vt*r  r-b/'l  y3r?,^d  i:fi'u  tgniw  s>k:?  rnbi>! 

When  fortune  fmiles,  or  wears  a  frown  unkind, 
She  ftill  receives  her  with  an  equal  mind  •, 
Chearful  at  prefent  ;  leaves  to  Heav'n  the  reft  ; 
With  virtue  ftrengthen'd,  and  with  honour  bleft; 
Fair  WISDOM'S  rules,  which  to  the  GOOD  belong, 
Diftil  like  honey  from  her  melting  tongue  -9 
Her  tuneful  words  enchant  the  lift'ning  ear; 
Kind,  tho'  referv'd  ;  tho'  modeft,  not  fevere. 
Haply  tho'  pleafures  may  fometimes  invite, 
Yet  houfhold  bufmefs  is  her  chief  delight  ; 
When  from  herfelf  each  menial  fervant  learns 
To  eat  the  bread  which  virtuous  labour  earns. 


Thrice  bleft  the  CHILDREN  at  her  table  fed  ! 
By  prudence  train'd,  and  by  example  led  •, 
Thrice  blefs'd  the  HUSBAND  !  whofe  indulgent  fair 
Bears  half  the  burden  of  domeftic  care  ; 

Her 
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Her  offspring  loud  their  MOTHER'S  worth  proclaim, 
And  HUSBAND  joins  in  chorus  to  her  fame: 
"  Whatever  wives  the  world  may  virtuous  call, 
"  Yet  THOU,  my  fair  one,  THOU  excelleft  all." 

-5fiiOViK>t  SW<tt-lfiA*3MKft  oltKii^iH .^fi*3  oT  mr!  • 
Too  foon  deceitful  favours  may  decay, 
Riches  take  wing,  and  beauty  fade  away  j 
But  SHE,  that  lovely  SHE,  fhall  be  ador'd, 
Whofe  dow'r  is  virtue,  and  whofe  fear  the  LORD  ; 
No  need  that  BARDS  in  verfe  her  honour  boaft ; 
HER  OWN  GOOD  WORKS  AND  CONDUCT  PRAISE  HER 
MOST. 


ON 
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ON  THE  BURIAL  OF  A  PARISH  INFANT. 


(The  Child  is  fuppofed  to  fpeak.) 


I. 


WHEN  no  one  gave  the  cordial  draught, 
No  healing  art  was  found, 
My  GOD  his  fov'reign  balfam  brought, 
And  death  clos'd  up  the  wound. 


II. 


What  tho'  no  mournful  kindred  (land 

Around  the  folemn  bier  ? 
No  parent  wrings  the  trembling  hand, 

Or  drops  the  tender  tear  ? 

III. 

No  oak,  adorn'd  with  coft  and  care, 

My  infant  limbs  inclofe ; 
No  friends  a  winding-fheet  prepare 

To  grace  my  long  repofe  ? 
B  b 


Yet 
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IV. 

Yet  hear,  ye  SONS  of  grandeur,  this, 
Hear  this,  YE  MIGHTY  PROUD  ; 

Full  hope  to  me  a  coffin  is, 
And  innocence  a  fhroud. 

V. 

Tho'  loft  my  name,  obfcure  my  race, 

No  ftone  tell  where  I  lie ; 
Yet  has  his  LORDSHIP  or  his  GRACE 

A  better  tomb  than  I  ? 


THE 
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THE  STORY  OF  HAMAN  AND  MORDECAJ. 

,r';n;!d  ?n':n  o*  ~!rrr#jj  tnt?jj  j  pfft  n&Avf  eT 
FROM  THE  BOOK  OF  ESTHER. 


OTHOU  who  eril  the  lofty  MILTON  taught 
To  foar  fublime  in  majefty  of  thought, 
Who  kindly  le.d'ft  turn  by  thy  quick'ning  ray 
Thro*  realms  of  light  and  everlafting  day  •,     . 
Gav'ft  him  perfuafive  eloquence  of  tongue, 
The  mighty  founder  of  religious  fong ; 
Defcend  from  Heav'n,  URANIA,  peerlels  maid, 
And  to  thy  VOT'RY  grant  a  welcome  aid  j 
Fir'd  with  the  fufejecl:,  bid  his  foul  arife,  j^H 

And  in  full  raptures  emulate  the  (kies ; 
Teach  him  with  truth  the  facred  tale  to  tell, 
How  VIRTUE  triumph'd,  and  AMBITION  fell. 

The  noble  AHASUERUS  now  poflefs'd 
Th'  extenfive  kingdoms  of  the  wealthy  Eaft : 
In  Shufham's  town  he  fix'd  his  royal  feat, 
And  rul'd  o'er  all  magnificently  great. 

B  b  2  Great 
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Great  as  his  PRINCE,  in  dignity  and  ftate 
the  fupercilious  HAMAN  proudly  fat; 
To  whom  his  LIEGE,  awhile  to  merit  blind, 
The  higheft  honours  of  the  realms  afiign'd : 
To  whom  e'en  KINGS  from  diftant  climates  run, 
And  offer'd  incenfe  to  the  riling  SUN  : 
Whofe  magic  influence,  as  in  India's  mines, 
Matures  the  ore,  and  to  pure  gold  refines. 
Drunk  with  fuccefs,  and  infolently  great, 
He  fear'd  nor  mortal  nor  immortal  hate  -% 
But  as  he  pleas'd,  unrivall'd  and  alone, 
Dealt  freely  out  th*  employments  of  the  throne. 

i  '  fg  Y;H*TOY  7rf}  01  hfl/l 

But  lo !  the  happinefs  of  kings  to  chill, 
And  let  them  know  they  are  but  mortals  dill, 
A  JEW  was  found,  fublimely  bold,  to  foar 
On  virtue's  wings  to  heights  unknown  before, 
Who  fcorn'd  to  fawn,  cringe,  flatter,  and  adore 
The  gilded  crimes  of  arbitrary  powV. 
How  griev'd  to  fee  the  people  thus  diflrefs'd, 
With  fraud,  extortion,  and  all  ills  opprefs'd  : 
Nay,  dar'd  to  blame  the  folly  of  a  prince, 
Whole  fubje&s  fufFer  for  their  king's  offence. 


So 
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So  great  the  patriot!  MORDECAI  his  name: 
A  bright  example  in  the  world  of  fame. 

With  jealous  eyes  the  fav'rite  flatefman  faw  -i 

The  JEW  take  up  the  fword,  and  void  of  awe,          > 
Maintain,  that  TYRANNY  CAN  NE'ER  BE  LAW.         •* 
Envy  inflam'd  his  foul  with  dire  alarms, 
And  bid  him  fummon  all  his  might  to  arms. 
Now  firft  he  learn'd  to  fear,  and  firfl  to  find, 
That  care  and  trouble  touch  a  ftatefman's  mind. 

Mov'd  with  the  wrongs  the  Jewifh  nation  bore, 
The  glorious  patriot  could  bear  no  more ; 
But  cloath'd  with  fackcloth,  and  with  afhes  ipread, 
Around  his  hoary  venerable  head, 
To  gen'rous  AHASUERUS  thus  exprefs'd 
The  public  forrows  center'd  in  his  breaft : 

"  If  truth  and  juftice  can  command  thine  ear, 
"  Fix'd  in  attention  let  my  monarch  hear. 
"  No  ^i-ivate  wrongs,  no  fecret  forrows  bring 
"  Thy  faithful  fervant  to  moleft  his  king : 
"  No  mean  ambition  to  advance  his  pow'r, 
"  And  fnatch  from  fortune  ev'n  one  favour  more ; 

"  Things 
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"  Things -of  far  greater  confequence  oblige 

"  The  humble  Vatfal  to  addrefs  his  liege. 

"  Lo  !  the  extin&ion  of  the  Jewifti  LINE 

"  Grows  inftantaneous  in  a  dark  defign  : 

"  And  cruel  HAM  AN,  deaf  to  nature's  call, 

"  Commands  our  death,  and  .bids  us  tamely  fall : 

u  If  ever  pity-  touch'd  thy  royal  bread, 

"  Be  all  that  godlike  pity  now  confeft : 

"  Relent,  great  PRINCE,  revoke  the  dreadful  doom, 

"  And  grant  a  Joyful  refpite  from  the  tomb." 

Touch'd  with  companion  at  the  moving  tale, 
The  KING  relents,  and  MERCY  turns  the  fcale. 
The  rev'rend  SUPPLIANT  ftrait  proclaims  aloud 
The  welcome  tidings  to  the  liil'ning  crowd  -,  .^nut 
Fix'd  in  attention,  on  his  words  they  hung,     .-^g  o'l 
And  deep  iinbib'd  the  mufic  of  his  tongue. 
Sav'd  and  deliver'd  from  th'  oppreflbr's  hand, 
What  peals  of  rapture  gave  the  CHOSEN  BAND  ! 
. 

As  when  in  triumph  mighty  CHIEFS  are  come,. 
With  KINGS  in  bondage,  to  the  gates  of  Home, 
In  ihouts  tumultuous  wild  applaufes  rife,     ^m  oPt 
And  loud  huzzas  redoubled,  rend  the  Ikies. 

Such 
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Such  joy  in  every  Jewifh  bofom  beat, 
Efcap'd  the  toils  their  bloody  FOE  had  fet. 


And  now  his  FALL  the  treach'rous  fav'rite  faw, 
His  WILL  no  more  the  fubftitute  of  law  : 
Sunk  in  defpair,  he  faw  the  people's  hate  : 
Fixed  is  his  doom  by  all  the  powers  of  fate. 
Nail'd  to  the  tree  for  MORDECAI  prepar'd, 
Sufpended  high,  as  treach'ry's  meet  reward, 
The  guilty  WRETCH,  in  all  the  pangs  of  death, 
Loaded  with  curfes,  yields  his  trembling  breath. 
Illuftrious  MORDECAI  his  place  fupply'd, 
And  fat  the  next  to  AHASUERUS'  fide. 
Firm  to  true  honour  and  his  country's  caufe  ; 
The  great  RESTORER  of  perverted  laws; 
To  party  -rage  fuperior  he  fhone, 
And  always  made  the  gen'ral  good  his  own  ; 
In  every  function  refolutely  juft  ; 
In  danger  flaunch,  and  equal  to  his  truft  : 
A  wife  companion,  as  a  faithful  friend, 
Whofe  public  virtue  not  e'en  bribes  could  bend. 

From  this  example,  fair  Britannia,  learn 
The  PATRIOT  from  the  traitor  to  difcern  5 

Crulh 
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Cfrufh  the  bafe  coward,  but  advance  the  brave, 
ijiftinguim  rightly  between  fool  and  knave, 
And  guard  the  fubjeft  from  becoming  Have ; 
Then  mall  thy  glory  and  unfully'd  name 
Bloom  in  the  annals  of  eternal  FAME  ; 
To  lateft  time  thy  WISDOM  (hall  be  known, 
And  all  POSTERITY  revere  the  Britifh  throne. 


TO   THE  HON.   MISS   COCKAYNE, 
ON  THE  FAVOUR  OF  HER  SUBSCRIPTION. 

ILluftrious  COCKAYNE,  when  the  fair  engage, 
New  glory  beams  upon  the  virgin  page  -, 
Fir'd  by  thy  fmiles,  and  confcious  of  the  aid, 
The  mufe  in  raptures  hails  THEE,  matchlefs  maid! 
And  once  fecure  in  thy  aufpicious  name, 
Dull  critics  fcorns,  nor  wifhes  greater  fame. 


TO 
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TO   MISS   JENNY   LAWTON, 
NOW  COUNTESS  OF  NORTHAMPTON. 

§  > ;  ,a     "***.**$?£•.. 

WHEN  great  APELLES  crft  efiay'd 
To  draw  the  queen  of  love, 
Some  charm  he  Hole  from  ev'ry  maid, 
The  portrait  to  improve. 

II. 

Methinks  the  rofe  from  SYLVIA'S  face 

His  furtive  pencil  drew ; 
The  fparkling  eye's  refiftlefs  grace, 

Sure,  CHLOE,  came  from  you. 

III. 

A  faultlefs  fliape  and  finking  air, 

A  foft  engaging  look, 
'rom  the  late  fam'd  Hibernian  fair 
The  roving  artift  took. 

C  c  IV.     With 
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With  raimic  life  the  pifture  glow'd > 

The  canvas  feem'd  to  breathe  ; 
And  beauty  from  his  pencil  flow'd, 

As  might  have  charm'd  ev'n  death, 

V. 

3Tis  done,  th*  ingenious  artift  cry'd ; 

Let  earth  its  equal  (how  i 
'Tis  done  j  th'  atfomfli'd  world  reply'd, 

No  equal  here  below, 

VI 

While  thus  the  world,  in  rapture  loft, 

The  finim'd  piece  furvey'd ; 
Hadft  THOU  amongft  th'  embodied  hoft 

Thy  rival  form  difplay'd  \ 

VII. 

APELLES,  fouck  with  deep  furprife 

To  fee  fuch  charms,  had  faicl, 
iv  Or  VENUS  —  THAT,  abjur'd  her  fides  ^ 

"  Or  THIS  —  that  matchlefs  maid." 

T  O 
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c\:  vn  ani  3^sM 

TO        CHLOE. 

QUEEN  of  beauty,  queen  of  love, 
Quit  a  while  thy  fav'rite  grove ; 
Hade  to  ******,  hade  away, 
Where  my  CHLOE  holds  her  fway  p'o 
On  the  wings  of  blifs  convey'd 
To  the  love-fequefter'd  Ihade^nc: 
Where  in  gay  Elyfian  bow'rs, 

Strew'd  with  luxury  of  flow'rs,  ^-IT 

CHLOE,  faireft  of  the  fair, 
Rears  an  altar  to  thy  care  ; 
Bids  the  fragrant  incenfe  flame, 
And  in  pray'rs  invokes  thy  name-, 
Thither  hafle  without  delay, 
Swift  as  fun-beams  dart  away. 

CUPID,  thither  too  repair, 
Faithful  to  thy  vot'ry's  pray'r  ; 
Arm'd  with  love  and  foft  defire, 
Melting,  tender  thoughts  infpire  j 
Thoughts  that  may  to  blifs  entice, 
Gently  foft'ning  virtue's  ice  -, 

C  c  ?.  Make 


o 
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Make  the  nymph,  tho'  ne'er  fo  coy, 
Liften  to  connubial  joy. 


But  left  me  rebellious  prove 
To  all  eloquence  of  love, 
Take  thy  fure,  unerring  bow, 
Sure  to  triumph  o'er  thy  foe  ^ 
Load  thy  quiver  well  with  darts       |  lo  agrriw  iHi 
Tipt  with  gold,  to  conquer  hearts  ;          -avo! 
Then  where  eloquence  fhall  fail, 
Thefe  victorious  lhall  prevail. 


lo 


And  when  conqueft  crowns  the  fight,  i^  I 
Fir'd  with  love  and  foft  delight,     :ii  jnfi'igfc-j 
Shou'd  me  aflc  whofe  chief  you  be, 
Tell  her,  boy,  you  fought  for  me. 

• 


:  "  ov  ^r! 


HORACE. 
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t  itxft- 

HORACE.     BOOK  II.     ODE    XIII. 
PARAPHRASED. 

'OJW  13/bixT// 

INSCRIBED  TO  SIR  THO.  ALSTON,   BART. 
OF   ODELL,    IN   BEDFORDSHRE. 

YibEheu  fugaces,  Pofthume,  Pofthume, 
Labuntur  anni,  dec. 
avfiD  ^IcJoiOi! 

I. 

.7:0 

SW I F  T  as  the  wind  the  fleeting  moments  glide, 
Nor  parts  nor  virtues  Item  the  rapid  tide  ; 
Nought  here,  my  friend, 

Can  long  delay 

The  churlifh  wrinkle,  or  the  hoary  grey ; 
Sad  harbingers  of  our  approaching  end, 

;YT]        i  '      ril 

II. 

' 

Tho'  ev'ry  day  ten  thoufand  bullocks  flain 
Relentlefs  PLUTO'S  greedy  altars  flain, 

Your 
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Your  fruitlefs  prayers 

Shall  never  reach  his  ears  ;. 
Still  muft  you  vifit  the  infernal  fhore, 
Whither  each  anceilor  is  gone  before. 

//TOT?          i  r  #is  or  a;MMD8 

TO 


Each  tranfient  wight,  .who  treads  the  tpacious  earth, 
Muft  view  the  manfions  of  the  tyrant  death,    /sj 
The  haughty  king,  the  humble  flave 
Find  no  diftin&ion  in  the  grave  : 
Officious  CHARON,  with  his  pliant  oar, 
Promifcuous  wafts  them  to  the  dreary  fhore.  ^  I  W  ^^ 

I  '  ^4 
3V.  -M 

•sO 

Embattled  fquadrons  on  Germania's  plain  -dY 

In  vain  we  fhun  :  in  vain  the  dangers  of  the  main  : 
In  vain  we  try 
Autumnal  blafts  to  fly, 
Or  fickly  dog-day's  torrid  heat  evade 
In  the  cool  grotto's  artificial  fhade.  b  vVvs  *od 


V.    Boot. 
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V. 

Bootlefs  is  e'en  our  fondeft  care, 
In  vain  our  fighs,  in  vain  each  pray V ! 
'Tis  ev'ry  ill-ftar'd  mortal's  lot  to  view 
COCYTUS*  languid  ftream  of  fable  hue, 
Where  the  BELIDES  and  great  JEois*  fon 
Attend  their  various  labours,  never  done, 

,v  VI, 

Your  farms,  your  feats  by  JONES  or  WREN  defign'd: 
Nor  fhall  the  fair  herfelf  be  left  behind  ; 
And  the  the  fweet  pledges  of  refponfive  love 

Shall  ineffe&ual  prove 
TKe  ftubborn  fentence  to  reverie, 
And  difappoint  the  herfe. 

Nought  hence,  my  friend, 
Of  all  the  numerous  woods  you  have, 
Except  the  elm,  funereal,  fhall  attend 
Its  fhort-liv'd  m after  to  the  grave. 


VII.    Enjoy- 
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VII. 

Enjoyment  after  death's  a  jeft : 

How  great  the  folly  then  confeft, 

Of  hoarded  wealth  to  die  poffcft?  ^;  * 

JTis  ten  to  one  fbme  lavifh  heir, 

(By  your  indulgence,  void  of  care) 

With  mellow  wines,  which  long  invaulted  lay, 

$afe  in  the  cuftody  of  many  a  key, 

In  wanton  mirth  ftiall  ftain  the  floor, 
Befides  a  thoufand  frolics  more : 

To  fuch  enormous  pitch  at  laft  increas'd, 

Elyfium's  every  night;  each  day  a  lord  may Vs  feaft. 


^voi  ovRnoqV/i  l 


va    wo    aoov/  tioo 


O  N 
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ON   A   FAVOURITE   HUNTING    MARE 
THAT  WAS  KILLED  BY  A  STAKE. 

Ille  et  nefafto  te  pofuit  Die 
Quincunque  primum,  et  facrilega  manu 
Produxit,  arbos. 

HOR.  Car.  Lib.  II.  Ode  XIIL 

SOME  carl,  with  facrilegious  hand, 
On  fome  unlucky  morn, 
Firft  bid  within  thofe  mounds  to  Hand, 
That  dire  ill-fated  thorn. 

I  could  believe  the  furly  hind 

Would  kill  his  friend,  or  wife  ; 
I  could  fuppofe  his  ruftic  mind 

Foe  to  the  joys  of  life. 

What  to  avoid  who  can  forfee, 

When  death's  impartial  dart, 
Or  from  a  ftone,  or  rotten  tree, 

Can  pierce  each  living  heart  ? 

D  d  But 
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But  O  !  ye  matters  of  the  reins, 

To  her  forne  favour  fhew, 
Ye  who  have  left  Newmarket's  plains, 

To  ride  in  realms  below ; 

Should  you  efpy,  in  thofe  domains, 
Bald  CHARLOTTE'S  wandering  ghoft, 

Commend  her,  and  you'll  find  your  pains 
And  friendfhip  is  not  loft. 

Tell  PLUTO  me  will  bear  the  road, 
And  pray  ye  now  remind  him ; 

She'll  not  refufe  to  take  the  load 
Of  PROSERPINE  behind  him. 


rlw  bi 


feqroi  z*i\ 
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A    NIGHT 
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^JL^il  £_         '  '  41  ^      '   «    t       f/*'-  '        I  -r- 

)  .    '  '  '  *    '  ".     .' 

A     NIGHT      PIECE. 

-  ,'•>  ^btq-^nb!  ^fi^inri  isvo  JuiT 
Quid  fit  futurum  eras,   fuge  quserere. 


HAIL,  SOLEMN  SILENCE,  PEACEFUL  SHADE, 
With  that  fweet  bird,  poor  PHILOMEL  ! 
And  THOU,  fair  CYNTHIA,  fpotlefs  maid, 

In  virgin  modefty  unveil 
From  yonder  amber  cloud  thy  head, 
And  all  thy  mildeft  influence  fhedl 
Serene  and  lovely  be  thy  face, 
As  when  thou  ftol1ft,  at  midnight  hour, 
With  foftefl  pace,  to  LATMOS'  bow'r, 
Thy  lov'd  ENDYMION  to  embrace. 


II. 


UNRIVALL'D  QUEEN  of  ev'ry  ftar 
That  decks  the  fpangled  vault  of  night, 
Where  all  in  their  due  courfe  declare 
Th'  ALMIGHTY  HAND  that  gave  'em  light  ; 

D  d  2  Let 
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Let  the  Chaldean  fage  defcry 

In  thy  dim  orb  the  deftiny, 

That  over  mighty  kings  prefides, 

When  thy  difafl'rous  looks  portend  \  nl  ( 

The  plots  and  perils  that  attend 

Empires,  inconftant  as  thy  tides. 


Let  it  fufiice  for  me,  that  thou  difpenfe 
Thy  luftre  mild  to  diffannul  the  reign 
Of  chaos  and  old  night,  calming  the  fenfe 
Of  wretchednefs  and  difcontented  pain. 
For  when  beneath  thy  filver  beams  I  ftrayyrlj  LS 
"While  filence  waits  around,  and  all  things  deep,    >ia 
But  watchful  meditation,  I  furvey, 
Abforb'd  in  thought,  yon  myriads  bright,  that  keep 
Eternal  vigils  in  the  fpheres,  and  pay 
Worfhip  to  HIM,  who  made  the  night  and  day. 


To-morrow  let  thy  fun  arife, 
MAKER  OMNIPOTENT,  with  light 
Impurpling  all  the  Eaftern  fkies, 
Forth  iffuing  like  a  bridegroom  bright 

With 
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With  radiant  flame :  awak'd  by  whom, 
The  wlule  creation  duly  come 
To  pay  their  orifons :  the  bird 
Sweet  carols  warbles  from  the  tree  ; 
The  ox,  with  meaning,   lowe  to  THEE 
Loud  calling,  towards  the  Eaft  is  heard, 

V. 

The  flow'rs  their  drooping  honours  raife, 
ImpearFd  with  liquid  drops  of  dew, 
THY  blefllng  •,  and  in  filent  praife 
Adore  THY  bounties,  that  renew 
Their  odours  nightly  :  but  let  man 
Be  chiefly  heard  of  all  —  And  when 
Thro'  all  this  globe  of  earth  I  Teem  Jafch 
Thy  fruits,  thy  flow'rs,  and  ev'ry  race 
Of  animals  confefs  thy  GRACE, 
O  teach  me  gratitude  to  THEE  ! 

VI. 

Teach  me  with  lowly  wifdom  to  adore 
Thy  infinite  fupremacy  •,  t*  obey 
Thy  providence  unlimited,  and  pow'r 
Eternal,  univerfal :  grant  this  day 

Health, 
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Health,  peace,  and  virtue;  more  if  thou  beftow, 
Thy  name  be  prais'd  :  if  not,  thy  will  is  righu/r  : 
I  neither  can,  nor  vainly  \vifh  to  know 
Thy  mind  unfathomable  :  grant  this  night 
I  may  in  fafety  reft  :  to  THEE  are  known 
TO-MORROW'S  deeds  —  Be  then  thy  wonted  goodnefs 
known. 


JIW 
ON  THE  POVERTY  OF  THE  OLD  ROMANS. 

VHT  -yiob/i 

NATURE  is  blcft,  with  little  tho'  fupply'd; 
All  elfe  is  fuperfluity  and  pride. 
This  once-priz'd  truth  the  wifer  fages  taught; 
Thus  SENECA,  and  thus  the  CYNIC  thought, 
And  that  brave  SLAVE,  whofe  leflbns  all  contain 
But  two  plain  rules,  "  Be  patient,  and  abftain." 

Once,  honour'd  poverty  !  Rome's  better  days 
Well  knew  thy  value,  and  confefs'd  thy  praife, 
Ere  confcience  yet,  or  honefty  were  fold, 
Or  ftatefmen  barter'd  liberty  for  gold. 


See 
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See  great  FABRICIUS  pomp  of  ftate  refign, 
On  wholefome  gruels  and  on  herbs  to  dine ! 
Intent  on  tillage,  with  fweat- breathing  brow. 
See  CINCINNATUS  lab'ring  at  the  plough  ! 
Behold  great  CATO  through  his  country  ride, 
No  ruffled  lacquies  fauntering  at  his  fide  ! 
Brave  FABIUS  eat  the  beans  his  garden  bore, 
And  LIVIA  fpin  the  robes  AUGUSTUS  wore ! 
For  thee  and  virtue,  CURIOUS  of  old, 
The  SAMNITE  fcoff'd  and  fpurn'd  the  profFer'd  gold 
By  thee  MENENIUS  ferv'd  immortal  Rome, 
Nor  left  ten  fefterces  to  build  a  tomb. 

v.^«Tfe?-  f^iy^  fit  irtgftri  grtSfbis  <rc>rfW 

Such  once  thy  honours!  but  how  fallen  now  ! 
Difdain  at  thee  contracts  her  furly  brow. 
Since  pride,  inventing  every  art  to  pleafe, 
Firft  taught  the  world  drefs,  equipage,  and  eafe  •, 
Since  luxury  ranfack'd  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
To  form  the  grand  expenfive  bill  of  fare  > 
Thee  courts  and  cities  are  aiham'd  to  own, 
While  fupple  rev'rence  bows  to  wealth  alone. 

But  flill  on  thee  proud  man  for  aid  muft  call  •, 
You  raife  thofe  armies  which  defend  us  all  ; 

You 
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You  call  the  peafant  to  his  daily  toil, 
To  turn  the  glebe  and  meliorate  the  foil  5 
Hence  plenteous  crops  in  fruitful  defarts  bloom, 
And  Albion  rivals  old  immortal  Rome. 


THE  FABLE  OF  THE  FOX  AND  GRAPES. 

FROM  PH^EDRUS. 

j>k/3  I/T/flfovj  •yf'!  hVnuqi  fcnu  b**Rool  HTJMMA^  JH  i 

A  Subtile  fox,  by  pinching  famine  led, 
Defpifing  danger,  to  a  vineyard  fped  ; 
Where  cluflring  high,  in  beautiful  array, 
The  lufcious  fruit  reflects  the  various  ray  : 
In  vain  he  views  it  with  defiring  eyes, 
In  vain  endeavours  to  fecure  the  prize  : 
Superior  ftill  to  all  his  crafty  wiles, 
It  mocks  each  effort,  and  each  art  beguiles. 
Thus  baulk'd,  he  faid,  as  trudging  off  in  hafte, 
Phaw  !  'tis  mere  trafh  :  unfit  for  fox  of  taile. 

Hence  may  the  ftrippling,  who  folicits  fame 
From  knowing  Authors  —  only  by  their  name  ; 

Still 
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Still  to  preferve  th'  applaufe  of  letter'd  arts, 

And  fhun  contempt  attending  want  of  parts, 

Whofe  venom,  overpowVd  in  folly's  oil, 

With  fruitlefs  efforts  mocks  its  mailer's  coil, 

From  REYNARD'S  mouth  this  ufeful  falvo  gain, 

"  Damn,  as  mere  tram,  the  SENSE  you  can't  attain.'* 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  ROGERS, 

SON    OF    MR.    TIMOTHY    ROGERS, 

OF    NORTHAMPTON. 

O/ 


TO  O  well,  bleft  youth,  you've  prov'd  the  fatal 
theme, 

"  That  man's  a  blofibm,  and  his  life  a  dream  !" 
Since  fpotlefs  virtue,  and  a  noble  mind 
Adorn'd  with  all  a  father  wifh'd  to  find, 
Precarious  bleffings  of  the  mortal  ftate, 
Were  found  too  weak  to  cope  with  partial  fate. 

E  e  From 
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From  blooming  genius  and  a  reach  of  parts, 
That  jufl  had  trac'd  the  deep  recefs  of  arts, 
How  vaft  our  hopes !  but  oh !  how  fhort  their  reign ! 
Heav'n  gives  us  pleafure  but  to  give  us  pain : 
For  blafted,  like  fome  tender  flow'r,  in  bloom, 
With  thee,  dear  youth,  they  found  an  early  tomb. 
Rafhly  I  grieve  ;  juft  heav'n  but  claims  its  due ; 
Ag'd  were  thy  virtues,  tho'  thy  years  were  few. 


Pulchrum  ornatum  plus  caeno  turpes  mores 
collinunt.  PLAUT. 

WHEN  God  firft  drew  creation's  wond'rous  plan, 
And  from  the  draught  the  wond'rous  work 

began, 

Unnumber'd  worlds  from  teeming  embryo  fprung, 
And,  launch'd  in  yielding  air,  felf-balanc'd  hung  : 
Suns,  (tars,  and  planets,  all  in  order  plac'd, 
At  heav'n's  command  each  glorious  fyftem  grac'd, 
Of  nature's  works  the  lafl  was  man  deGgn'd, 
Endu'd  with  reafon  and  a  thinking  mind ; 
Nor  like  the  beads  a  bending  form  he  wore, 
With  paffions  fuited  to  the  form  they  bore, 

Low, 
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Low,  groveling,  filthy,  turbulent,  and  loud, 
Slaves  to  their  lufts,  and  of  their  flav'ry  proud ; 
But  God  on  man  beftow'd  a  form  eredl, 
And  graceful  perfon,  vacant  of  defect  : 
His  own  fair  image  on  the  clay  impreft, 
And  planted  noble  paffions  in  his  breaft  : 
Imperial  reafon  as  a  pilot  gave, 
To  fteer  us  fafe  o'er  life's  tumultuous  wave : 
Small  was  the  diff'rence  by  his  bounty  (hown ; 
And  fcarce  the  mortal  from  the  angel  known. 
Alike  their  form,  their  bufmefs  was  the  fame,  •* 

Each  grateful  hail'd  the  great  JEHOVAH'S  name,        t 
And  thank'd  the  God  from  whom  their  being  came.  3 

O  !  had  he  ftill  maintain'd  his  native  ftate, 
He  ftill  had  foar'd  above  the  reach  of  fate  ; 
But  foon  his  paffions,  formidable  foes, 
Deaf  to  controul,  in  fierce  rebellion  rofe  •, 
Contefted  ftrongly  for  fuperior  fway, 
And  MAN,  at  laft,  confented  to  obey  ; 
To  the  fierce  tyrants  all  his  power  refign'd, 
And  meanly  loft  the  empire  of  his  mind. 
Impell'd  by  paffion,  now  no  more  he  hears 
Cool  reafon's  voice  •,  or  hearing  it,  prefers  : 

E  e  2  But 
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But  hurried  headlong  down  th'  impetuous  tide 
Of  wrath,  revenge,  hate,  infolence,  and  pride ; 
From  crime  to  crime  with  bold  defires  proceeds, 
And  the  whole  circuit  of  tranfgreflion  treads  j 
With  huge  gigantic  fteps  attempts  the  fkies, 
And  e'en  Omnipotence  itfelf  defies. 


Hence  ghaftly  death  (fuch  heav'n's  vindictive  will) 
Erects  his  throne,  and  pleads  his  power  to  kill  -, 
With  vengeful  arm  (revers'd  the  glorious  plan!) 
In  ruins  lays  the  jarring  world  of  man. 

rb*3 


************ 
************ 
*  *  *  *  *  #  *  *  *  *  *  ml  I 

i.yi&'&,  fom  arfj  9VCK&  b'ifiol  far!  il/ft  aP 


•'  -s 


T  H  E 
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.^fcfiDlq  ^o:;a5^^^i^Uc|^f|t^  0-34'f  » 
THE  COMPOSITION  OF  AN  ATTORNEY. 

PROVOK'D  and  anger'd  with  repeated  fin, 
And  fully  bent  to  blaft  the  fons  of  men, 
JOVE  fent  his  herald  thro'  the  bright  abodes, 
And  call'd  to  council  all  his  brother  gods ; 
Then  making  his  ambrofial  curls,  began  •*•*»';< 
"  How  long,  ye  pow'rs !  fhall  bold  prefumptuous  man, 
"  In  wanton  ftrife  our  folerrin  laws  tranfgrefs, 
"  And  from  impunity  infer  fuccefs  ? 
"  Refolv'd  is  JOVE  to  difannul  their  race  : 
"  But  YOUR  OPINIONS  FIRST  UPON  THE  CASE." 

He  fpoke  :  the  major  part  approve  the  caufe, 
And  old  Olympus  trembles  with  applaufe  ; 
When  ftarting  from  his  feat,  to  fpeak  prepar'd ; 
Sagacious  HERMES  begs  he  may  be  heard. 
46  Deftruction,  Sire,  aggrieves  too  fliort  a  fpace, 
"  A  fentence  no  ways  equal  to  the  cafe : 
"  Such  bold  offenders  wholly  to  reftrainr  -> 

"  Yet  fufFer  ftill  their  being  to  remain,  t 

<c  Merits  e'en  vaft  variety  of  pain  :  J 

"  Then 
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"  Then  let  the  following  for  attention  plead, 
"  AfTur'd  the  project  cannot  but  fucceed." 

Firil,  fhall  a  large  capacious  cell  contain 
The  quinteflence  of  ev'ry  JESUIT'S  brain ; 
Next  JUDAS'  bafenefs  actuate  his  heart, 
And  WILD'S*  fly  genius  teach  each  hell-born  art: 
Rapacious  HOPKINS  f  give  a  luft  of  wealth, 
And  WARD  the  method  to  procure  by  flealth: 
CHARTRES  infpire  with  courage  to  proceed, 
Aflur'd  that  heav'n  permits  th'  atrocious  deed  5 
And  for  wife  reafons  never  known  to  man, 
Winks  at  the  thief,  and  grants  a  longer  fpan : 
HENLEY  contribute  impudence  efface, 
Condens'd  by  practice  into  folid  brafs : 

Vocif'rous  N furnifh  ample  lungs, 

Charg'd  with  the  thunder  of  all  Babel's  tongues  : 

Hypocrify  from  S let  him  have, 

A  feeming  faint,  and  a  confummate  knave; 

:  slio  #to  0*  lutrp^  g-^fiw  pa  sarwiii^  A  J> 

*  JONATHAN  WILD. 
| 

f  Commonly  called  VULTURE.      For  the  reft,  fee  POPE'S 

works. 

From 
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From  ZANGA  *  hate ;  brutality  from  KIRK  -f  ; 
Truth  or  religion  from  the  Jew  or  Turk : 
Thefe  nicely  temper'd  in  a  mortal  frame, 
Shall  plague  mankind,  and  fet  the  world  on  flame. 

JOVE  with  a  folemn  nod  approv'd  the  ham, 
And  call'd  the  curs'd  malignant  medley  M— -  SHE. 

*  ZANGA,  whole  chara&er  is  drawn  by  YOUNG  in  his  Revenge, 
f  KIRK,  whofe  cruelty  is  celebrated  by  POM  FRET, 
Thefe  nicely  fitted  to  a  mortal  ftate, 
Shall  blaft  mankind,  and  do  the  work  of  fate. 


T  O 
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TO    R T    P T. 

An,  fi  quis  atro  dente  me  petiverit, 
Inultus  ut  flebo  puer.  HOR, 

I. 


WE  R  T  thou  but  mailer  of  that  ftone  * 
Which  long  the  learn'd  have  fought  to  find  j 
Arabia's  ftores  had  been  thy  own, 
And  all  the  wealth  of  either  IncU 


II. 


Thrice  happy  BOB  !  thy  mafs  of  lead. 

For  tranfmutation  amply  fit, 
Like  fome  fair  fountain,  freely  fed, 

Had  flow'd  in  golden  f  dreams  of  wit. 

"* 

III.    But 

*  The  philofopher's  ftone. 

f  Any  perfon  poiTefled  of  this  valuable  fecret,  readily  under- 
ftands  how  to  tranfmute  lead,  and  all  ignoble  metals,  into  pure 

gold. 


f) 


But  till  that  precious  fecret's  thine, 

In  native  dulnefs  firmly  bound  -, 
Bafe  as  when  firft  it  left  the  mine 

Still  fhall  the  pig  a  pig*  be  found. 

IV.     Nor 

gold.  Now  gold,  or  (if  you  pleafe)  a  large  fortune,  has  always 
,  been  admitted  as  a  proper  fubftitute  of  wity  and  every  other  per- 
'  fonal  accomplifhment  whatfoever,  as  it  commands  the  refpeft  and 
.  fervices  of  inferiors,  and  puts  men  above  the  contempt  of  equals: 
f  of  what  ufe,  therefore,  this  fecret  would  have  been  to  this  gentle 

man,  let  the  world  determine. 

*  I  will  venture  a  wager,  gentle  Reader,  intricate  as  this  pafTage 
feems  to  be,  that  I  have  hit  upon  the  true  fpirit  and,  meaning  of  the 
author  in  it.  That  it  is  figurative  and  metaphorical,  can,  in  my 
opinion,  admit  of  no  difpute  :  for,  it  is  abfurd  to  imagine  any 
author  fo  vpid  of  ill  -manners  as  to  compare  a  gentleman  to  a  pig, 
or  hog,  in  a  literal  fenfe;  when,  perhaps,  there  is  no  other  refem- 
blance  than  that  of  a  foul,  inordinate  appetite,  and  a  flrange  pro- 
penfity  to  naftinefs. 

F  f  If 
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/ 

IV. 

Nor  neecTft  thou  Providence  arraign  ; 

But  blefs  it  for  cxcefs  of  grace  : 
For  where  no  fenfe  is,  there  no  pain, 

Philofophers  agree,  takes  place. 

TO 

If  I  have  any  judgment,  the  meaning  is  this.  You  muft  know, 
then,  that  the  members  of  St.  John's  college,  in  Cambridge,  (to 
which  fociety,  I  prefume,  this  gentleman  formerly  belonged)  arc 
wantonly  called,  though  I  never  could  learn  the  reafon,  JOHNIAN 
HOGS.  This  account  feems  to  be  eafy  and  natural  ;  nor  indeed  do 
I  think  it  capable  of  any  other  conftru&ion,  confident  with  fenfe, 
civility,  and  good  manners.  SCRIB. 


But  foftly,  good  Scriblerus  :  this,  doubtlefs,  is  an  offence  againft 
your  own  principles.  You  endeavour  to  exculpate  the  author  from 
the  charge  of  indecency  and  abfurdity  in  one  point,  but  make  him 
commit  a  greater,  by  a  ram  and  unjuflifiable  conftruclion  on  his 
words,  which  have  no  fuch  meaning  :  for,  with  due  fubmifiion  to 
your  critical  abilities,  it  may  be  interpreted  without  offence  to  the 
above  fociety,  and  yet  coniiltent  with  all  thofe  fine  words  of  yours. 

Suppofe 
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-D  MR.  RICHARD  W— T— N  OF  LEICESTER, 
UPON  LEAVING  THAT  TOWN. 

APOLOGIES,  avaunt!  I  hate 
All  ftiff  formality  and  (late ; 
Be  gone  excufe  and  dull  pretence, 
Loath'd  offsprings  of  diflorted  fenfe  ; 
'Tis  penance  to  a  gen'rous  ear 
Periods  of  compliments  to  hear ; 


Suppofe  then,  as  this  gentleman  is  no  ftricl:  obferver  of  Lent, 
that  by  PIG,  the  author  means  "  de  grege  epicuri  porcum  ;"  or, 
that  'tis  a  technical  term,  fignifying  a  block  or  lump  of  lead :  you 
will,  I  believe,  allow  this  laft  to  be  a  very  pertinent  and  appofite 
allufion,  as  it  fo  peculiarly  refembles  him  in  all  its  moil  efiential 
properties.  The  following  epigram  feems  to  confirm  the  above 
opinion. 

If  fuch  he  be,  how  weak  thy  aim  ! 

In  vain  the  mufe  puts  on  the  lock  ; 
For,  dead  to  feeling,  dead  to  ihame, 
Can  ought  affeft  the  fenfelefs  block  ? 


F  f  2  Then 
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Then  let  my  humble  numbers  teach 
Plain  -truth  without  the  flow'rs  of  fpeech ; 
For  truth,  like  nature,  pleafes  beft 
In  pure  fimplicity  when  drefl. 


TT 


At  feven,  or  pretty  near  the  time, 
(An  hour  or  fo's  not  much  in  rhime) 
I  left  the  dear  engaging  fair, 
Fair  as  poetic  beauties  are ; 
'Tis  true,  I  left  her,  DICK  ;  but  fay, 
Could  I  bring  all  myfelf  away  ? 
Could  I  behold  the  nymph,  nor  melt 
At  what  I  faw,  and,  feeing,  felt  ? 
Ah !  could  I,  CORDE  SALVG,  leave 
This  lovelieft  progeny  of  EVE  ? 
Without  a  fingle  figh  depart, 
Proof  'gainft  love's  victorious  dart  ? 

Oh!  no:  with  pleafure  CUPID  faw 
Within  my  heart  a  little  flaw : 
The  wanton  urchin,  fmiling,  drew 
His  bow,  and  forth  an  arrow  flew ; 
Which  in  the  crevice  trembling  hung. 
And  with  imperfect  murmurs  rung. 

In 
- 
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In  deep  fufpence.his  godfliip-  ftoodr  ."  irmiii  ir^rtd1 
And  doubted  if  the  wound  was  good  ; 
Awhile  uncertain  what  to  do, 
To  flop,  or  to  repeat.  the,  blow.,     n-.^ztlyi  z 
Yet  whatfoever  caufe  occurred, 
Not  long  the  cruel  youth  demurr'd'y,^  t 
But,  rais'd  on  tip-toe,  fiieering.laugh'd,  ^  & 
And  ftrait  produc'd  another  Jhaft-  ; 
The  {haft  he  to  his  baw  apply  'd,,-    :  ^  pi  b'c 
And,  in  revengefulr  accent,  cry'd  —  r-frj? 
*'  Tho'  the.firft  fhaft  my  ringers  drew  $fa  sitjw  tjno 
*c  With  unavailing  fury  flew  •, 
"  Let  not  prefumption  kad  aftray 
"  Thy  heart,  apoftate,  from  my  fway; 
<c  For  know,  exulting  youth-,  I  have 
«  What  dill  fhall  make  thy  heart  a  fla^e,'/!  isaool.cV 


With  that  he  drew  his  .angry  bowr^rn  pun: 
His  bow  difcharg'd  the  mifille  foe*  fb* 
Befmear'd  and  dy'd  with  crimfon  ftain 
Of  many  a  haplefs  lover  (lain. 
I  faw,  but  faw  too  late,  its  courfe, 
Nor  knew  the  means  to  break  its  force  : 

Plung'd 


i-22  P      OEMS. 

Plung'd  in  my  heart,  its  fury  funk, 

And  all  my  richefl  juices  drunk;  r:A 

My  veins  with  ftrange  emotions  glow'd  ; 

My  nerves  relax'd,  and  marrow  flow'd. 

J/TIJJODO  'Jb.vi  -;3V?oij^dv/  :<</ 
But  whither  tends  the  wand'ring  drain  ? 
Narration  mould  be  Ihort  and  plain. 
I  left  her  then,  it  is  agreed, 
And  troop'd  to  PRICE'S*  for  my  deed  ; 
My  fteed  equipt  for  march  I  found  ; 
Strong  were  the  girths,  the  flirrups  found  : 
The  faddle  not  amifs,  I  ween  j 
(If  I  remember  what  I've  feen) 
Thefe  things  examin'd,  nought  remain'd 
But  faddle's  fummit  to  be  gain'd. 
No  fooner  I  elfay'd  afcent, 
Than  hofller,  on  his  bus'nefs  bent, 
In  mercenary  manner  fpelPd, 
The  bridle  feiz'd,  and  ilirrup  held. 
Well  pleas'd  to  fee  the  fellow's  lift, 
(His  brains  no  doubt  of  Yorkfhire  twift) 


*  At  the  Red  Lion,  on  the  other  fide  of  the  ftreet. 

Thos 
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Tho'  fhrewd,  not  pert ;  tho'  brifk,  yet  Heady  j 
Ev'n  fmall  as  was  my  ilock  of  READY, 

/ 

I  tipp'd  him  fixpence  for  his  knowledge : 
He  fcrap'd,  and  wifh'd  me  well  to  college. 

Fix'd  in  the  faddle,  I  apply 'd 
Arm'd  heel  to  ROSINANTE'S  fide; 
Impatient  of  the  fmart,  he  winch'd 
Whene'er  the  fteel-crown'd  filver  pinch'd, 
Pranc'd,  paw'd,  and  —  at  CALCARATION, 
And  plainly  fhow'd  his  education. 
In  fhort,  his  features  and  his  blood 
Were  both  alike,  extremely  good  -, 
Much  better  than  opinion  drew, 
As  to  abilities  and  view. 


Thus  mounted  and  for  march  prepar'd, 
The  dawn  th'  approaching  day  dcclar'd  j 
Advis'd  me  quickly  to  be  gone, 
Or  I  fhould  mils  of  meeting  JOHN. 


Direcled  by  the  fage  advice, 
The  poet  ftarted  in  a  trices 

.smcttcp  ebvol  3wd  '  fqid&a-j. 

Tow'rds 
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Tow'rds  Harbro's  domes  his  courfe  he^rein'd, 
And,  as  he  journey'd,  thus  comphin'd  : 

>  ??.  nrjpcTXf'j  miri  b'qqb  7 

Ah!  mufti  go?  ill-fated  clay  ! 
That  call'd  me  from  my  love  away. 
What  !  muft  I  leave  the  matchkfs  fair, 
The  conftant  object  of  my  care  ; 
Of  every  mufe  the  tuneful  -theme; 
Of  every  fwain  the  pleafing  dream  ? 
Muft  I  no  longer  now  enjoy 
The  fun-fhine  of  her  beam-bright  eye  ? 
But,  forc'd  by  cruel  fate's  decree, 
Abandon  the  refiftlefs  SHE  ? 
To  other  eyes  and  other  arms 
Refign  that  PARADISE  of  charms, 
For  ufelefs  LORE  of  leathern  lumber, 
Not  form'd  to  teach  us,  but  incumber  ? 


And  is  the  nymph  I  leave  behind 
The  only  care  that  racks  my  mind  ? 
From  love  a  kindred  flame  defcends  ; 
Friendfhip  and  love  one  law  attends  : 
Nearly  ally'd  they  feem  to  be  •, 
Friendlhip's  but  love's  epitome. 

Then 
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Then  can  I  leave  THEE,  nor  offend 
The  fleady  paiTion  of  a  friend  ? 
Oh !  no :  the  fad  exprefiion,  PART, 
Strikes  pain  and  anguim  to  my  heart : 
For  true  as  fhadows  to  the  fun, 
With  thine  my  fond  affe&ions  run  : 
Curfe  on  the  racking  thought !  I  make, 
The  odious,  dull  exchange  to  make. 
What  barter  friends  for  tedious  fcrolls 
That  treat  of  centres,  axes,  poles ; 
Shew  CIRCLE  differs  from  ELLIPSE, 
Or  how  to  calculate  ECLIPSE  j 
Befides  a  thoufand  meagrims  more 
Of  unintilligible  lore, 
Too  tedious  now  to  jabber  o'er? 
What !  truckle  am'rous  looks  and  HOYLE 
For  fyftem-RuTHERFORTH  and  BOYLE  ? 
Not  GLAUCUS,  that  confummate  booby, 
Wou'd  think  of  changing  lips  of  ruby, 
And  many  pretty  things  befide, 
In  friendfhip  and  in  love  enjoy'd, 
For  volumes  of  laborious  knowledge, 
Contriv'd  to  puzzle  youth  at  college. 

G  g  O  wou'd 


i 
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O  wou'd  but  fate  reverfe  her  will, 
Then  might  your  friend  be  happy  Hill  ! 
Happy  !  beyond  expreffion  bleft  ! 
Of  every  hope  and  wifb  poflefs'd  ! 
For  every  hope  and  wifh,  I  find, 
To  ROSALIND'  and  You  inclin'd  ; 
But  fate,  whofe  word  ne'er  backward  flies, 
The  fond,  the  pleafing  thought  denies, 
Shot  like  a  meteor  from  the  fkies. 


Adieu,  then,  all  ye  dear  delights, 
Ye  days  of  cafe,  and  chearful  nights  ! 
In  dreary  college  doom'd  to  dwell, 
To  love  and  you  I  bid  farewel. 


i 


HORACE. 
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.-,:^^M^'W.*»-3I 
HORACE.      BOOK    II.      ODE    IV.^l 
V      t  rtrf»  a  V/ IT  1*3  si&r  ?d  -iA'-hrjr:,  ;«£ 

TO      A      FRIEND, 

'  «<»••'     ttftf^    *  J  TV-    '*  •  •  / 

WHO    MARRIED    HIS    MAID, 

Ne  fit  ancillse  tibi  amor  pudori,  &c. 

TH  O'  charms  of  fervant  maid  controul 
The  fond  afFeftions  of  your  fpul, 
Yet  blufh  not,  STREPHON,  to  proclaim 
Your  paffion  for  the  fervile  dame ; 
For  CHIEFS,  as  antient  ftories  fay, 
Have  lov'd,  and  own'd  their  captive's  fwaw. 

When  AJAX  firft  TECMESSA  view'd, 
At  fight  the  HERO  ftood  fubdu'd : 
Her  beauties  pierc'd  his  feven-fold  fhield, 
And  drove  the  warrior  from  the  field. 

Nor  could  ACHILLES,  arm'd  by  fate 
With  pride  and  infolence  innate, 

G  g  2  Tho' 
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Tho*  rude  and  favage  as  a  BEAR, 
Refift  the  beauties  of  the  fair : 
But  captiv'd  by  his  CAPTIVE'S  eyes, 
His  fiercenefs  melts  to  am'rous  fighs, O  T 
And  all  his  martial  fury  dies. 

,^d  I  A  I-  ]    J.  I  H, ,  £i$L  I  >i  51  A  M    O  H  7/ 

What  time  by  ftern  PELIDES  (lain, 
Vaft  heaps  of  heroes  ftrow'd  the  plain, 
And  Troy  (her  HECTOR  now  remov'd) 
To  Greece  an  eafier  captive  prov'd  j 
ATRIDES  ficken'd  at  campaigns, 
And  toils,  that  fwell  a  foldier's  veins : 
Preferr'd  the  rap'd  CASSANDRA'S  charms 
To  all  the  pageantry  of  arms  > 
And  mourn'd,  amidft  his  triumphs  mourn'd  j 
The  HERO  to  the  LOVER  turn'd. 


Who  knows,  now  blooming  FANNY'S  thine. 
What  KIN  may  dignify  her  line  ? 
What  parents,  whence  thy  DEAREST  came, 
May  aggrandife  the  hufband's  name  ? 

i         yi&l  Vd  i/OYi^   t23JJIHDA  bIt/O3  loK" 

Tho5  now  me  mourn  the  long  difgrace, 
And  time-flown  honours  of  her  race ; 

Truft 
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Truft  me,  from  nothing  lefs  than  kings 
The  fweet  engaging  CREATURE  fprings. 

Think  you  that  fuch  a  SHE,  my  friend, 
Can  from  the  vulgar  herd  defcend  ? 
What !  can  a  nymph  fo  fond,  fo  true, 
Averfe  to  ev'ry  fordid  view, 
Whofe  faithful  bofom,  uncontroul'd 
By  all  the  flatteries  of  gold, 
Love's  brigheft  fires  alone  allows,  f  £ 
Refponfive  to  thy  warmeft  vows  ; 
Can  fuch  a  MATCHLESS  MAID,  I  fay, 
Proceed  from  proilituted  clay  ? 


Her  fnowy  arms,  angelic  face, 
Her  taper  legs,  and  —  ev'ry  grace, 
Warm'd  with  my  theme,  I  praife,  *tis  true, 
But  praife  with  no  fmifter  view. 
Then  lay  fufpicious  fears  afide, 
Nor  idly  tremble  for  your  BRIDE  : 
Tho*  am'rous  I,  and  fair  your  dear, 
No  caufes  thefe  for  jealous  fear  5 
We're  diftant  far  j  enjoy  the  thought, 
And  tafte  the  blifs  by  beauty  brought. 

HORACE. 
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'••  -r;  •  fevsH'  -.rffcii;  '<&>f  giiiriion  t: /  vi  /:>m  jL'Vi 

HORACE.     BOOK    III.     ODE    IX, 

T  O    M  I  S  S    ******** 

V£fls£';,'.  LivH  i/nlir/  saj  mo'.l  a:;, 
Donee  gratus  cram  tibi, 

Nee  quifquam  potior  brachia  Candida^ 
Cervici  juvenis,  &c, 

•^jg-'^--       '  .-,ft  'Jif;  te  -a 

STREPHON. 

;  ^^c^fefc'ir:?/  vx:j  07  ^vflnoq^ 

WHILE  I  could  pleafe  thee,  matchlefs  fair, 
Nor  SYLVIA  knew  a  youth  more  dear, 
Whofe  fond  encircling  arms  were  caft 
In  wanton  folds  around  thy  waifl ; 
Was  ever  blifs,  ye  powers  divine ! 
So  great,  fo  exquifite  as  mine  ? 

S  X  L  V  I  A. 

While  you,  dear  youth,  was  mine  alone, 
And  not  a  fairer  virgin  known, 
Whofe  btiftiznt  beauties  cou'd  enflave 
That  heart  I  once  was  proud  to  have, 

Then 
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Then  SYLVIA  reign'd  an  envy'd  name, 
The  MUSE'S  pride,  and  life  of  fame. 

STREPHON. 

O'er  me  now  blooming  CHLOE  reigns, 

The  pride  of  H d's  happy  plains, 

Well  fkill'd  to  tune  the  warbling  lyre, 
And  melting  melody  infpire : 
For  whom  I'd  freely  die,  wou'd  fate 
Protraft,  dear  maid,  thy  mortal  date. 

SYLVIA. 

r    FLORELLO  now  inflames  my  foul, 
And  mutual  fires  our  hearts  controul : 
His  manly  mien  and  rolling  eyes 
I  view  with  lanquifhing  furprife : 
For  whom  two  lives,  if  two  were  mine, 
I'd  give,  fweet  youth,  to  purchafe  thine. 

STREPHON. 


But  what  if  love  revives  anew, 
And  each  with  former  paffion  fue  ? 


If 
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If  VENUS  mould  our  hearts  unite 
In  chains  of  mutual  fond  delight  ? 
The  blooming  CHLOE  be  remov'd, 
And  I  again  by  SYLVIA  lov'd  ?  — — 

SYLVIA. 

Tho'  he  ten  thoufand  charms  pofTeft, 
With  every  grace  and  beauty  bleft ; 
Superior  to  the  ftars,  that  roll 
In  fpangled  luftre  round  the  pole ; 
Tho  lighter  far  than  cork  your  mind, 
Vague  and  uncertain  as  the  wind ; 
Tho'  rougher  than  the  ocean's  rage, 
When  elemental  florms  engage ; 
For  ever  could  I  (think  it  true) 
Contented  live  and  die  with  You. 


ON 
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ON  THE  TWENTY -NINTH  OF  MAY. 

>Jij5^tHNfs$ih<i  •Jir«r->  <  »•»''{ 

TO  MR.   WILLIAM  WEBB,    OF    BEDFORD. 

Lucem  redde  tuas,  REX  bone,  patriae  •, 
Inftar  veris  enim,  vultus  ubi  tuus 
Affulfit  populo,  gratior  it  dies 
Et  foles  melius  nitent. 

Longas,  6  utinam,  REX  bone,  ferias 
Praeftes  hefperise  •,  dicimus  integro 
Sicci  mane  die ;  dicimus  uvidi 

Cum  fol  oceano  fubeft.  HOR. 

«•  iBWrca  'tfb^Vtbjtv. 

AL  L  hail,  aufpicious  day  *  !  for  ever  dear ! 
Efteem'd  the  happieft  in  the  Britifh  year ; 
Calm  and  ferene  may  every  minute  flow, 
And  give  new  bleflings  to  the  world  below ! 
Bid  racking  grief  its  meagre  looks  refign, 
Care  ceafe  to  gnaw,  and  forrow  to  repine. 

*  The  Author  writes  as  if  living  at  the  time  when  this  event 
happened, 

H  h  But 
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But  who  can  grieve  when  god-like  CHARLES  is  nearv 
Retain  a  forrow,  or  indulge  a  tear  ? 
From  Gallia's  fhore  the  gentle  breeze  prevails, 
Floats  in  the  canvas  and  expands  the  fails : 
Propitious  NEPTUNE  fmooths  the  wat'ry  way, 
Whilft  round  the  vefiel  fea-green  Nereids  play ; 
£ach  driving  which  lhall  mod  officious  prove 
To  charm  the  hero,  and  engage  his  love: 
Uncertain  where  the  higheft  honour's  due ; 
To  hoary  NEPTUNE,  or,  great  prince,  to  You. 
t&li'h  <3nocJ  xa5I '  ^msnuM  6  <?£;;>  ncxl 

While  thus  the  royal  barge  fecurely  rides 
In  peaceful  triumph  o'er  the  azure  tides, 
Britannia's  ions,  in  one  united  band, 
Croud  the  wide  beach,  and  thicken  o'er  the  Itrand. 

As  from  the  teeming  hive,  with  hoarfe  alarms, 
Led  by  their  monarch,  rum  the  driving  fwarms ; 

i 

Thick,  and  more  thick  the  bufy  nations  rife, 
And  with  their  numbers  intercept  the  fkies ;     "  )Qi  bi\ 
Then  gathering  to  a  point,  and  fixing  there, 
Conglob'd  they  hang,  and,  murmuring,  flun  the  ear. 

•      /  "I  li  «  estfv*  icKfJoA  341? 

Thus 
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Thus  from  all  parts  the  loyal  fubjccts  meet; 
Joy  fwells  their  heart,  and  wings  their  eager  feet. 
Thofe  whom  the  gout  thro*  long  revolving  years 
Confin'd,  unhappy  pris'ners,  to  their  chairs, 
Thro*  ev'ry  limb  feel  youthful  vigour  flow, 
Receive  new  ilrength,  and  with  frefh  fpirits  glow: 
Their  crutch  neglected,  from  their  feat  they  fpring, 
Strong  as  the  roe,  to  view  their  exil'd  king-, 
Eager  to  fee,  impatient  of  delay, 
Each  loit'ring  hour  they  think  a  tedious  day. 


Thus  the  fond  lover,  when  the  fair  proves  kind, 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  hour  affign'd ; 
And,  big  with  hope,  which  ev'ry  thought  employs,  • 
Expects  the  period  of  his  promis'd  joys ; 
With  feet  of  lead  the  moments  feem  to  move, 
Severely  chided  by  impetuous  love, 
v'"tVi 

But  now  the  fcene,  which  bufy  fancy  drew, 
In  full  proportion  opens  on  their  view ; 
With  proper  colours  every  object  glows, 
And  life  dill  heightens  what  from  fancy  Voic. 


II  h  2  For 
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For  lo  !  from  far,  flow-rifing  as  by  fcale  *, 
Still  more  and  more  appears  the  whitJningfaiL.v/i 
And  hark  !  or  is't  delufion  mocks  the  ear  ? 
The  loud-mouth'd  cannons  fpeak  the  monarch  near. 
<*ro£i  inogiv  Ju^n/ov  h^t  d»fci^V>  V.irlT 

The  crowd,  tranfported,  catch  the  welcome  found 
And  loud  huzzas  reverb'rate  all  around; 
The  craggy  rocks  with  acclamations  roar, 
And  fhouts  redoubled  make  the  laboring  more. 

.yofi  §OIM  JJ&H  (ijjjH 

Safe  on  the  ftrand  arrives  the  royal  youth, 
Smiles  at  his  fate,  and  fcarce  can  think  it  truth. 
Free  of  accefs,  and  affable  of  fpeechvq/n 
Unnumber'd  blefiings  waft  him  o*er  the  beach  ;  , 
Whilil  on  his  looks  the  crowd  attentive  dwell, 
And  curs'd  th*  audacious  foul  that  dar'd  rebel. 
Fell  fadlion  faw  ;  and,  feeing,  gaz'd  away 
All  wild  pretenfions  to  unlawful  fway, 
Struck  with  his  mien,  (he  wing'd  her  hafty  flight 
To  realms  of  darknefs  and  eternal  night, 


*  The  gradual  appearance  of  a  fhip  at  a  diftance  rifing  to  fight, 
i«  it  were  inch  by  inch,  is  ufed  as  an  argument  to  evince  the  globe 
of  the  earth. 

Where 
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Where  in  a  noifome,  melancholy  cellp&auMc 
Faft  bound  in  chains,  heav'n  bad  the  monfter  dwell. 


How  changed  the  fcene  from  that  when  difcord  rag*d> 
And  fons  with  fires  in  hoftile  wrath  engag'd ! 
When  brothers  leagu'd  againft  their  brothers  ftood, 
»And  deeply  thirfted  for  each  other's  blood.:  I  a 

f?"I',  le"JHTW»!i  ll'Ji  T 

Where  furious  MARS,  of  late,  in  thundering  car, 
Impetuous  drove  the  dreadful  ftorms  of  war ; 
See !  blooming  plenty  crowns  th'  enfanguin'd  fields, 
And  joyful  hopes  of  future  harvefts  yields. 
Reftor'd  in  STUART,  fee!  the  MUSE  repairs; oiqa 
Her  (hatter'd  ihrines,  and  tunes  celeftial  airs;  /.hcV 
With  notes  of  triumph  fwells  th'  inchanting  lays, 
As  gay  as  erftin  LEO'S  golden  days. 
Hark  !  the  fond  fwain,  where  late  the  baftion  'rofe, 
To  ROSALINDA  pours  his  warmeft  vows  vJ  x°j 
And  fweetly  warbling  in  harmonious  {trains,  ,b  r,^ 
Bids  peace  thrice  welcome  to  his  harrafs'd  plains. 

See !  WIT,  long  banifh'd  Albion's  hoftile  fhore, 
Recruits  her  bankrupt  ftate  with  foreign  lore ; 

Brifk 
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Brifk  COMMERCE  fmiles  along  the  bufy  flrcerfrY>v 
In  ev'ry  face  a  patron  SCIENCE  meets. 
With  native  charms  reviving  TRUTH  prevails^ 
£nd  nodding  JUSTICE  trims  anew  her  fcales. 

•3  ihm#  ^liUoff  ni  e'vju  rfjiw  anol  f-.i<\ 
Far  hence  be  banifh'd  then- to  diflant  parts,;  : 
Demure  HYPOCRISY,  with  all  thy  arts  5     x;f<p-j 
Hence  fell  ENTHUSIASM'S  madd'ning  powers, 
No  more  to  harrafs  Albion's  peaceful  ihores ; 
On  plund'ring  Tartars  pour  thy  hell-born  rage. 
And  bid  whole  clans  in  civil  ftrife  engage^  — 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  let  favage  Indians  rife     '  ifAv 
In  impious  war  -,  break  nature's  flrongeft  ties  5 
Work'd  up  to  frezy,  butcher  wife  or  fire/tsJU 
And  wrap  whole  towns  and  villages  in  fire ! 
There  flourifh  long  !  while,  fafe  from  all  thy  wiles, 
Bleft  in  a  STUART'S  reign,  Britannia  fmiles : 
With  joy  looks  back  on  all  her  troubles  pail, 
When  doom'd  the  fport  of  fortune's  ruder  blaft : 
And,  moor'd  in  port  from  danger  free,  defies 
Loud-roaring  billows  and  tempeftuous  fkies. 


I  N  G  R 
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1   N  G   R  A   T   I   T   D   E. 

€hi :, -rr  Jli  zinyi '  10  .  $nus!qnio:> : $*n Dpi 
TO     AN     ATTORN  E  Y.  n 


&' Mi  ,ic!  15 
Lupis  &  agnis  quanta  fortito  obtigit 

Tecum  mihi  difcordia  eft, 
Ibericis  perufte  funibus  latus 

Et  crura  dura  compede  :  TjrrafQ  ^ 
Licet  fuperbus  ambules  pecuniar  . 

Fortuna  non  mutat  GENUS.        %x  ;HoR. 

.:-uA  . 
L 


YE  S,  yes,  'tis  thy  peculiar  knack        t>M 
To  THIEVE,  and  be  admir'd  : 
But  pr'ythe  tell  me,  lucky  JACK, 
Js't  natural,  or  acquir'd  ? 

II.- 


Whatever  be  the  client's  cafe, 

'Tis  your  advice  "  PROCEED  -, 
"  FORE  GOD  !  the  action  muft  take  place, 

«  Andcofts,  too,  be  decreed." 

III.    The 
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III. 

The  fquire  complains  of  rents  ill  paid, 

And  ftipulatiorts  broke : 
"  The  man's  a  fot,  his  wife  a  jade : 

"  Indulgence!  —all  a  joke." 

IV. 


Scarce  faid  ;  DISTRESS  is  iflu'd  forth, 

And  ftrait  a  SEIZURE  made  *, 
Th*  effects  are  fold  for  half  their  worth, 

And  'SQUIRE  and  LAWYER  paid. 

V. 

Cries  MORTGAGEE,  in  leering  tone, 

"  My  money,  Sir,  I  want." 
Ejectment's  ferv'd,  and  fuit  begun ; 

No  previous  notice  fent. 

VI. 

For  kind  PATERNAL  favours  Ihown, 

Is  this  rude  fate  decreed  ? 
No  umbrage  given,  no  quarrel  known, 

Is  this  fair  friendfhip's  meed  ? 

VII.     When 
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VII. 

.VJST^  ;v    :i  G  Q     .H-^t)  H  5 

When  firft  the  fupple  ftranger  came, 
Unknowing,  and  unknown  ; 

Who,  glowing  with  a  parent's  flame, 
From  darknefs  drew  the  drone  ? 

VIII 


When,  NAKED  and  without  a  friend, 
Who  lent  the  welcome  SUIT  ? 

Deep  to  thy  in  moil  heart  defcend, 
And  if  thou  can'ft,  "  be  mute." 


on  ?m  H^r 


When  HUNGRY,  and  with  want  oppreft, 
The  welcome  MEAL  who  brought  ? 

With  burning  THIRST  when  fore  diftreft, 
Who  gave  the  cooling  DRAUGHT  ? 

X. 

iYzmlftiititf 

Go,  wretch,  indulge  thy  felfifh  views, 

Forgetting,  and  FOR  GOT: 
Soon  in  oblivion's  fhades  reclufe 

Thy  name  mail  flink  and  rot. 
I  i 


ANA- 
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ANACREON.     ODE    XXXVI. 

£*:  :/i  ^dl  xhu  :nnV7 

BUSY   RHETOR,  hence  awa^r 
Dictate  not  W  me,  -I  pray  ! 
What  care  I  for  all  yo*ir  rules? 
Love  and  BACCHUS  hate  the  fchools. 
Teach  me  not,  then,  what  to  fay  ; 
Teach  ANACREON  to  be  gay: 
Teach  me  not,  then,  how-to  think v/ 
Teach  ANACREON  how  to  drink. 
See  !  the  envious  hand  of  time 
Robs  ANACREON  of  his  prime  ! 
See  what  wrinkles  knit  my  brow  ! 
See  the  filver  treffes  flow  ! 
Ceafe  then  •,  ceafe  your  pedant  flrain, 
Fit  for  philofophic  brain. 

** 

s.  THdtiAiiv  ,  •>¥&£)  ocJY/ 

Since,  my  friends,  I'm  growing  grey, 
Fll  be  merry  whilft  I  may ; 
Drink  and  revel  it  away. 
Quickly,  boy  —  nay  fafter  pour  -,  ^"ro'i  •) 

Death,  perhaps,  is  at  the  door :  > 

Quick,  then  —  left  I  drink  no  more. 

HORACE. 
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HORACE.      BOOK    I.     O  D  E    XL 
TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LADY  CULLEN. 

f.-',  •  f. ••:./.;     i  '.,-, 

CONSULT  no  aftrologic  quack 
To  know  the  number  of  your  years, 
Nor  your  deluded  fancy  wrack 

With  fhort-liv'd  hopes  and  idle  fears. 

He's  happier  far,  whofe  will  agrees 

With  fortune's,  whatfoe'er  it  be  ^ 
Can  die  to-day,  if  fortune  pleafe, 

Or  plod  thro7  dull  mortality. 

With  eager  hafte  then  feize  to  day, 

Nor  once  refledt  on  future  forrow : 
Ev'n  while  we  talk  time  polls  away, 

And  warns  us  not  to  truft  to-morrow.. 


I  i  2  THE 
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THE    DISCARDED    COLONEL; 
A    CHARACTER. 

Magni  Dux  FjEMiNA.facli.  VIR. 

••tfi&y'l  iiuovs -^jladaittsi  3fl*3  wcflil  c  ^ 

TH  E  filver  Oufe,  e'er  jealous  of  his  fame, 
Difclaims  thy  birth,  and  blufhes  at  that  name : 
"Which  arts  and  arms  with  equal  honour  blefs, 
From  birth  a  SCHOLAR,  as  a  CHIEF  from  drefs. 
In  female  wars,  perhaps,  a  MAN  of  FAME  ; 
On  Minden's  plains  a  vile  plebeian  name ; 
Of  powder  fond,  but  powder  —  without  fmoke, 
The  FRIBBLE'S  glory,  as  the  SOLDIER'S  joak. 
Who,  fafe  beneath  a  canopy  of  pftftcyflsri  < 
Makes  war  on  fenfe,  lays  underftanding  wafle  : 
Blafted  like  fruit,  by  whofe  unclaflic  breath, 
VIRGIL  and  HORACE  find  a  barb'rous  death: 
While  number,  gender,  cafe  difcord ant  jar, 
Led  forth  by  ignorance  to  unnatural  war : 
Mood,  tenfe,  and  perfon,  with  fraternal  hate, 
Continual  clalhing,  {hake  old  PRISCIAN'S  flatc. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  alphabet  (fo  gaunt  his  Gothic  rage) 
Fears  difiblution  to  its  little  page. 

Starting  from  band-box,  fee!  the  DUBIOUS  MAN, 
For  woman  meant  on  nature's  early  plan, 
But  by  the  midwife's  lewd,  officious  care. 
With  a  SMALL  POINT  diftinguifh'd  from  the  fair; 
Big  with  himfelf,  'midft  fumes  of  tea  exifts, 
Like  darkling  objects  magnified  by  mifts ; 
Mean,  tho'  high  bred;  tho*  raving,  yet  not  fear'd; 
Affecting  JOVE,  but-— JOVE  without  a  beard. 

Abfurdly  great,  ridiculoufly  vain  ; 
For  gleaming  fword  he  wields  the  ribbon'd  cane : 
That  SWORD  — whofe  mild  pacific  blade  ne'er  knew 
The  blufla  of  gore,  but  what  from  Puss*  it  drew; 

*  I  have  often  wondered  at  the  caprice  and  partiality  of  fortune, 
and  am  well  convinced  that  poets,  with  great  juRice,  obferve  (he 
js  blind :  For  fome,  who  have  deferved  but  little  at  her  hands, 
enjoy  all  the  fame,  opulence,  and  popularity  that  vanity,  avarice 
or  ambition  can  wifh  ;  while  others,  who  have  done  more  than 
cither  Casfar  or  Alexander,  ftarve  in  obfcurity,  and  have  nothing 
but  the  reflections  of  DUTY  and  HONOUR  to  fupport  them  under 

a  national 
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Ill-fated  Puss  1  to  infamy  fcetray'd, 
Doom'd  the  fole  vi&im  of  his  maiden  blade. 

a  national  disregard  :  Such  is  the  fate  of  our  colonel,  vvhoie  mag 
nanimity  in  attacking  a  furious,  wild,  mad  cat,  would  have  im 
mortalized  any  .man's  memory  but  his,  with  a  degree  of  celebrity 
beyond  Hercules  himfelf  :  Efpecially  if  it  be  confidered  that  THIS 
MORE-THAN-HYDRA  had  nine  lives  ;  which,  if  not  happily  ex- 
tlnguimed  by  the  fkill  and  addrefs  of  the  affaUant  at  one  thrufl, 
would,  according  to  claffical  do&rine,  have  been  multiplied  by 
nine  ;  arid  that  the  engagement  happened  in  a  clofe  room,  whence 
all  poflibility  of  efcape  was  prevented  by  a  fervant's  LOCKING 
THE  DOOR.  But,  though  victory  declared  in  his  favour,  yet  this 
memorable  event  has  reached  no  farther  than  his  own  family,  un 
noticed,  unrewarded,  to  die  great  difgrace  of  military  difcipline^ 
and-minifterial  partialityv 


A    SI- 
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*          t.  '  'i    -M.  t        -  S  *•*"«•  • 

A      S   I   M   I   L  E*. 

v'iO  2*f*  *''  ;j£f'l   O"*  i*£^v^  *Vit  't  rf'~  fv*t*T* 

Sequiturque  patrem  non  paffibus  seqnis.         VIR. 
j^fcif  i^ns  fis'sm  I  3iiiffj't  smoS 

TELL  me,  dear  friend,  in  that  odd  weather, 
When  fun  and  fhowers  defcend  together, 
A  PEACOCK  didft  thou  ne'er  behold, 
Expand  his  circling  fphere  of  gold, 
Proud  of  his  plumage,  turn  afide 
And  mew  you  all  his  painted  pride  ? 
Pleas'd  with  his  train,  the  foolim  creature 
Struts  like  a  lord,  and  looks  ev'n  greater. 
Around  him  fland  the  wond'ring  fwains, 
And  praife  him  in  exalted  ftrains. 
But  flrange  reverfe !  when  he  eflafs 
To  fing,  he  forfeits  all  their  praife : 
Who,  fhock'd  with  diffbnance  of  his  cord, 
Think  beauty  can't  attone  for  difcord. 

*  As  there  is  a  (Irong  refemblance  of  chara&er  between  this  and 
the  foregoing  poem,  the  reader  may,  without  hefitation,  conclude, 
that  one  and  the  fame  perfon  is  meant  irv  both.  SCRIS. 

Thus 
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Thus  have  I  feen  on  fummer's  day, 
All-various  as  the  prifmed  ray, 
Tracing  the  Mall  to  fhew  his  cloaths, 
And  AIR  himfelf  'mongft  brother  beaux* 
Some  fmart  I  meet,  and  hope  to  find 
The  moft  complete  of  human  kind : 
But  when,  at  laft,  deep  filence  breaks, 
And  the  unmeaning  coxcomb  fpeaks  5 
When  vollies  of  impertinence 
Fly  forth,  with  not  one  word  of  fenfe ; 
At  length  I  find  this  thing  of  tafte 
Is  mere  pomatum,  powder,  pafle. 


3 •••jt 
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*£iksrri  '' 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LADY  CULLEN, 

PLAYING    ON    THE    GUITTAR, 

AND    SINGING   TO    IT. 

—  Spirat  adhuc  amor, 
Vivuntque  commifli  calores 
JEoliae  fidibus  puellas. 


Breathing  love  and  foft  defires, 

SAPPHO  ftill  each  breaft  infpires.  HOR, 


OF  T  have  we  been  by  poets  told, 
That  GODS  would  leave  their  Ikies  of  old ; 
Blefs  INDUSTRY  with  rofy  health, 
To  hofpitality  give  wealth  ; 
Guarding  the  flocks  of  faithful  fwains 
From  burning  funs  and  beating  rains ; 
In  whofe  kind  providence  fecure, 
On  lofty  hill,  or  lowly  moor, 
Where  no  malignant  plants  were  found 
To  arm  the  fnake  with  keener  wound, 

K  k  Nor 
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Nor  PESTILENCE,  with  baneful  breath, 
Tainted  the  atmofphere  with  death  ; 
At  large  they  rov'd,  and  (fuch  heav'n's  plan) 
Gave  food  and  raiment  unto  man. 

Tho'  fceptic  once  to  poet's  tales, 
Yet  truth,  at  length,  o'er  doubt  prevails  3, 
Either  the  GODS  themfelves  are  here, 
Or  in  their  bleft  effects  appear. 

Where'er  I  turn  my  ravifh'd  eyes, 
Enchanting  fcenes  of  vifion  rife, 
As  gay  as  erft  in  golden  times 
When  nature  blefs'd  alike  all  climes. 

See !  how  the  beauteous  blufhing  ROSE, 
In  vernal  pride,  unrival'd  glows  ! 
And  flow'rs  fpontaneoufly  difpenfe 
Unwonted  fragrance  to  the  fenfe  j 
While  round  the  elm,  in  wanton  rings, 
Th'  uxorious  woodbine  fondly  clings, 
Expreffive  of  the  nuptial  blifs, 
When  true  love  prompts  the  mutual  kifs. 

•^ij^^ift^^  ?^,?ib4iti*  oT 

But 
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But  hark  !  what  Music  charms  the  ears ! 
Sure  tis  the  Music  of  the  fpheres: 
And  all  that  poets  Tung  of  yore 
Appears  as  fable  now  no  more. 

^nirn-r/i  <»•.!:  rno'fi  sliflW 

No  longer  then,  great  ORPHEUS,  claim 
The  rhoft  diftinguifh'd  meed  of  fame, 
ORPHEus—whofe  melody  cou'd  bind 
The  rapid  ftream,  and  rufliing  wind ; 
Lead  liftening  FORESTS  o'er  the  PLAINS, 
And  footh  ev'n  HELL,  and  all  its  PAINS. 

Nor  thou,  AMPHION,  long  renoun'd 
For  marvellous  extent  of  found, 
Whofe  tuneful  ftrains  taught  rocks  to  dance, 
And  into  lofty  walls  advance, 
Too  highly  partial  to  thy  own, 
Conclude,  "  No  greater  merit  known:" 
Enjoy  the  fame  to  mufic  due, 
And  grant  it  long  enjoy'd  by  you  •, 
But  tho'  enjoy'd  by  You  folong, 
Grant  it  excell'd  in  CULL  EN'S  fong. 

*•  A 

K  k  2 
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Transformed  by  HER,  the  defart  yields 
Luxuriant  meads  and  fruitful  fields  ; 
Nor  lefs  improve  the  barren  rocks, 
Adorn'd  with  novel  herds  and  flocks  : 
While  from  the  teeming  quarry  burft 
New  fprings  to  cool  impatient  THIRST. 


See  INFANCY,  its  little  heart, 
Quick  beating  to  the  turns  of  art, 
('Tis  all  it  can)  with  eager  eyes, 
In  raptures  rolling,  fpeak  furprize  ! 

Enervate  AGE,  in  whofe  chill  veins 
The  blood  its  languid  courfe  maintains, 
Tir'd  of  the  world  and  all  its  charms, 
Feels  in  his  bofom  frefh  alarms  •, 
And  as  th'  harmonious  numbers  roll^hicc 
New  tides  of  tranfport  fwell  his  foul. 

;'ra  o*  •jrtisi  j/U  vof/iH 

Stout  LABOUR,  early  bred  to  work, 
Leans,  mothionlefs,  upon  his  fork  •, 
And,  over-ruFd  by  Music's  pow'r, 
Steals  from  necefllty  an  hoXir. 

Keen 
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Keen  buftling  COMMERCE,  too,  agrees, 
How  great  thy  talents  are  to  pleafe ; 
Who,  lull'd  to  reft  life's  bufy  cares, 
Attends  with  all  his  eyes  and  ears. 

:    'Mf.  Or)  5iT    ,3ViJ  Off!  'H.t/I^H 

Ev'n  AVARICE,  all  over  rags, 
His  foul  long  wedded  to  his  bags, 
In  nature's  fpite,  forgets  his  pelf, 
And  feems  ANOTHER  to  HIMSELF. 

The  FISH,  that  cleave  the  purling  rill, 
The  CATTLE  on  the  doping  hill, 
With  extacy  tranfported  ftaiuM&T 
By  the  foft  magic  of  thy  hand.    *  ^  LI 

Sweet  PHILOMEL,  whofe  plaintive  throat 
Melodious  pour'd  the  melting  note, 
No  more  in  elegiac  lays, 
Domeftic  ills  to  footh  efTays ;    vuS 
Finding  in  thy  harmonious  flow, 
A  fovereign  antidote  for  woe. 

Here,  then,  in  this  Elyfium  blefs'd, 
Beyond  what  language  e'er  exprefs'd, 

Befides 
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Befides  a  fofdy  murmuring  llream, 
Defended  from  the  folar  beam ; 
Where,  tun'd  to  mirth  and  foft  defire, 
Enchanting  CULL  EN  fweeps  the  wire  ; 
Here  let  me  live,  YE  GODS  !  and  die, 
"  Nor  envy  mighty  JOVE  his  Iky!" 


-,*:,£  :'.)glo"L   •'- 

HORACE.     BOOK   I.     ODE    XXIX. 
TO   THE    REV.    MR.   A— N  G  T— -N, 

LATE  A  LIEUTENANT  IN  BURGOYNE's 
LIGHT  HORSE. 

*  » " 

Icci  beatis  nunc  arabum  invides 
Gazis  &  acrem  militiam  paras,    bhcr< 
Non  ante  devictis  fabse, 
Regibus,  &c, 

i 

CAN  A — NGT — N,  with  envious  eyes, 
Behold  the  foldier's  laurels  rife  ? 
And  burn  with  more  than  mortal  might, 
To  rum  into  the  thickeft  fight  ? 

Thro' 
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Thro'  FRANCE  entend  the  martial  toil,;ei  *?? 
And  bid  to  yield  ev'n  ftrong  Belleiflle  ? 
And  next  triumphautly  engage, 
And  bind  in  chains  the  Spaniard's  rage  ? 

How  will  the  fair,  their  lovers  flain, 
Curfe  thy  KEEN  SWORD,  and  wifti  in  vain, 
CRAPE  and  PRUNELLA  ftill  had  prov'd 
Types  of  that  function  you  ne'er  lov'd  ? 

Well  fkilljd  from  his  paternal  bow, 
To  drive  the  arrow  at  the  foe ; 
What  captive  youth,  by  thy  command, 
The  goblet  round  the  table  hand  ? 

Who  can  deny  but  flreams,  in  time,     :L.    .;  .1 
PLIMLIMMON'S  lofty  fides  may  climb, 
Or  cataracts  fufpend  their  courfe, 
Or  Thames  roll  upwards  to  his  fource  ? 
Since  You,  averfe  to  all  the  arts, 
Which  prieftly  pedantry  imparts  -, 
In  myfteries  and  vifions  read, 
Have  all  our  fondeft  hopes  betray'd  ; 


And 
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And  books,  by  good  ARCHBISHOPS  wrote, 
And  all  that  ferious  LAYMEN  taught, 
(Infipid  grown  RELIGION'S  charms) 
Too  rafhly  fold,  to  purchafe  arms  ? 


A     BURLESQUE     ELEGY 
ON   THE  DEATH   OF  A   GREY  MARE; 

TO    MISS    MOLLY    GAMBLE, 
OF  WILLOUGHBY,   LEICESTERSHIRE, 

€  £         -1  -iil-4    •'•  •'»./  ffct    1 

Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor  aut  modus 
Tam  cari  capitis  ?  praecipe  lugubres 
Cantus,  Melpomene,  &c.  HOR. 


I 


F  e'er,  beneath  the  breezy  fhade 
In  carelefs  eafc  fupinely  laid 


With  thee,  MY  LYRE,  I've  play'd  away 
The  various  cares  which  haunt  the  day ; 
If  e'er  thy  favours  I  have  try'd, 
Be  not  thofe  favours  now  deny'd : 

When 
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When  BEAUTY  calls,  what  lyric  rnufe 

The  tuneful  tribute, can  refufe  ? 

Tho*  folemn  fad  the  toilfome  tafk, 

Who  can  deny  if  GAMBLE  afk  ? 

From  mirth  to  grief,  then,  change  the  ftraityJ- 

And  teach  the  numbers  to  complain^in^ 

Teach  my  all  clafik  tongue  to  flow 

In  fweet  ALLITERATIVE  woe. 

Lodg'd  in  an  unfrequented  place, 

Long  ftranger  to  the  human  face ;  // '  e-^A  \dQ 

Where  nought  was  heard,  lave  echo's  howl,        . :  fl£~ 

Which  cries  to  whoot  and  mocks  the  owl  $3  t^m  ffe'f 

Where  nought  was  feen  but  meagre  ghoft,    b  OIWD  cl 

Shooting  acrofs  the  dreary  coaft : 

Or  the  bleach'd  bones  of  bodies  (lain  '•  |>n/ 

In  RICHARD'S*  or  in  CROMWELL'S  reign 

Young  ACADEMUS  all  alone, 

In  moping  melancholy  moan, 

Indulg'd  his  grief's  harmonious  flow, 

While  numbers  footh'd  and  prompted  woe. 

"  Muft  we,  ah  !  muft  the  deareft  part  r" 
Deeply  the  lofs  afflicts  my  heart : 

*  Richard  III.  (lain  at  Market-Bofworth  in  Licefterfliire. 

L  1  Each 
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Each  trembling  is  lax  with  pain, 
And  dull  the  pulfe  of  every  vein ; 
Stagnate  almoft  the  vital  juice 
Forgets  its  former  courfe  and  ufe ; 
The  lab'ring  lungs,  their  bellows  broke, 
Return  the  breath  with  feeble  ftrokc : 
Mifts  TO  BE  FELT  around  me  rife, 
And  atoms  dance  before  my  eyes. 

ns  ai  b'giKfol 

Oh !  fay,  what  magic,  what  relief 
Can  raife  me  from  this  gulph  of  grief? 
Tell  me,  Can  medicine  e'er  be  found 
To  cure  the  mind's  impatient  wound  ? 
To  mitigate  the  pangs  I  bear, 
And  bring  me  back  my  fav'rite  mare  ?  — . 
Where  were  ye  then,  ye  LEACHES  fage, 
Ye  horfe-machaons  of  the  age ; 
When  jockey'd  by  the  fpeed  of  death, 
GREY  broke  her  wind,  and  flip'd  her  breath  ? 

Rather  to  madmen  reafon  preach, 
To  horfes  Greek  and  Hebrew  teach ; 
Talk  fenfe  to  fools,  to  widows  love, 
To  fots,  of  heaven  and  joys  above ; 

Bid 
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Bid  debauches  forget  to  whore, 

And  fpend- thrifts  be  profufe  no  more ; 

Bid  contrarieties  agree, 

And  nature  ad  as  you  decree ; 

Than  hope  to  find  my  raging  grief 

Will  deign  admifiion  of  relief. 

• 
. 

Tho'  all,  'tis  true,  or  foon  or  late, 
Muft  fome  time  yield  to  mighty  fate, 
And  tread  the  gloomy  realms  of  night, 
As  PLATO,  and  his  followers  write; 
Thro'  flrive  and  ftruggle  all  we  can, 
Death  beats  the  horfe  and  throws  the  man ; 
Could  not  thy  charms,  my  fav'rite  GREY, 
Bribe  the  pofleffion  of  a  day  -, 
A  while  retard  the  cruel  dart, 
Or  turn  its  fury  from  thy  heart  ? 

I  3ffo  qi, 

Erft  bounteous  JOVE,  as  fable  ihows, 
Wou'd  liften  e'en  to  mortal  vows ; 
When  one,  by  nature  apt  to  fall  in 
That  kind  of  love  call'd  CATERWAULING, 
To  tafte  the  joys  of  focial  life, 
Begg'd  that  his  cat  might  be  his  wife : 
L  1  2 
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Nor  begg'd  in  vain  ;  JOVE  heard  his  pray'r, 

And  pufs  became  a  lady  fair. 

Whence  feme,  iho'  th'  inference  be  rude,    n;;. 

That  they've  been  cats  e'er  fmce,  conclude  :  .'Jftt  LnA 

Alas  !  my  thoughts  could  ne',er  afpire.  . 

To  fuch  intemperate  defire  •» 

I  only  ptay'd  relentlels  fate, 

To  grant  poor  GREY  a  longer  date  •     2fV 

JOVE  would  not  hear  the  rider's  pray'r^Tii)  •_: 

While  death  rode  pod,  and  took  my  mare. 

f  smw  #t*id&ttt&  titf  <has  .OTAJ^  aA 
Since  rigid  fate  then  Ihuts  its  ears 
On  all  the  pleas  my  heart  prefers  ; 
Since  ev'ry  vow  I  made  is  void, 
And  not  a  fingle  hope  enjoy'd;    v>rto 
O,  JOVE  !  permit  me  to  lament, 
And  give  my  lab'ring  forrow  vent^ii  v 
Pull  up  the  intervening  fluke, 
And  let  the  ftruggling  deluge  loofe. 


Curs'd  be  the  day,  and  curs'd  the  hour, 
WThen  GREY  refign'd  to  PLUTO'S  pow'rj 
For  ever  blotted  from  the  year, 
not  its  name  or  place  appear  j 

Let 
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Let  it  from  almanacs  be  croft, 
And  with  th'  eleven  days  be  loft : 
Let  riling  clouds  drink  up  its  light, 
And  lay  it  level  with  the  night : 
Let  rattling  fhowers  and  tempefts  rife, 
And  ftorms  envelop  all  the  Ikies : 
In  noify  peals,  from  pole  to  pole, 
Let  the  tremendous  thunder  roll : 
Let  peace  from  every  bofom  fly  5 '..•&&? 
The  jovial  weep,  the  merry  figh  : 
Let  mourning  blacken  all  below, 
And  nature  wear  the  garb  of  woe ; 
Since  GREY,  fad  fated  fav'rite,  dy'd, 
And  I  have  got  no  mare  to  ride. 


No  more,  ye  trees,  your  verdure  wear ; 
No  more,  ye  flow'rs  adorn  the  year ; 
No  more,  thou  daified  herbage,  fpread 
Enamell'd  beauty  o'er  the  mead : 
Since  (he,  for  whom  ye  trees  were  feen 
Cloath'd  in  variety  of  green ; 
For  whom  ye  flow'rs  of  various  dye 
Refrefh'd  the  fmell  and  charm'd  the  eye ; 

Since 
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Since  fhe  no  more  for  whom  ye  grew, 
Trees,  flowers,  and  herbage,  lives  for  you. 

No  more,  ye  feather'd  warblers  (ing, 
And  hail  as  erft  th'  approach  of  fpring  ; 
Since  fhe,  whofe  charms  infpir'd  your  lays, 
Is  dead,  nor  hears  your  tuneful  praife. 


No  more,  ye  wanton  fillies,  play, 
And  frifk  it  o'er  the  fields  away  ; 
Since  me,  for  whofe  delight  you  play'd, 
Is  nothing  now  but  empty  made. 

o  t93h"'/tei  .fo«j&  fat  »  Yst  a.9  anfiift 

Ye  faithful  beagles,  too,  who  trace 
The  doubling  hare  thro*  ev'ry  maze, 
Vain  (hall  yon  copfe  or  thicket  try, 
No  hound  (hall  ope,  no  fcent  fhall  lie, 
Since  death  has  feiz'd  the  fav'rite  mare,  >/< 

For  whofe  delight  you  chas'd  the  hare. 


Ye  brighefl  DAUGHTERS  of  the  floods; 
Ye  fair  INHABITANTS  of  woods, 
Who  fondly  haunt  the  chryftal  ftream, 
Or  fhun  in  groves  the  folar  beam  ; 

Thou 


o 


M 
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Thou  facred  Genius  of  the  fountain, 
Brifk  buxom  GUARDIAN  of  the  mountain  -, 
Ye  matchlefs  BELLES  of  Albion's  ifle, 
Who  SWEETLY  fmg,  or  SOFTLY  fmile; 
Who  lov'd  to  fee  the  winding  chace, 

Or  fleeter  pleafures  of  the  race, 

i*« 
To  flow'ry  garlands  bid  adieu, 

And  wear  the  cyprefs  and  the  yew. 

But  W— — G— HS  more  than  all, 
Lament  her  fad  untimely  fall ; 
For  GREY  deceas'd,  the  road  and  field, 
Nor  ufe,  as  late,  nor  pleafure  yield. 

.' 


PQPE's 
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L 

i*}^  g^ibni-tf  r,,i:  '.:•>!:  nt  hfvo(  pdV7 

FATHER  of  all!  in  every  age, 
In  ev'ry  clime  ador'd, 
By  faint,  by  favage,  and  by  fage, 
JEHOVAH,  JOVE,  or  LORD  ! 


II.       rnhnn  h&  itj 
.  ^U-ifi  '  ^.ytxsisb  vx.aO  "io"? 

Thou  great  firft  caufe,  leaft  underftoad  ;     ;s  //{ 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'd, 
To  know  but  THEE,  that  thou  art  good, 
And  that  myfelf  am  blind  : 

III. 

Yet  give  me,  in  this  dark  eflate, 

To  fee  the  good  from  ill  : 
And,  binding  nature  faft  in  fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will. 

IV.     What 
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ORATIO  UNIVERSALIS  POPIANA.    D.  O.  M. 

I. 

n  trft  £n  i£W  'iO  . 

OAudi !  cnn&arum  audi  Pater  optime  rerunil 
Qiiem  colit  omne  sevum,    quern  colit  omne 

folum ; 

Quern  fophus  &  fan&us,  quern  barbarus  ipfe  fatetur, 
Quocunque  utatur  nomine  quifque  colens. 

II. 

Vio>! 
O  minus  intelle&a,  O  prima  &  maxima  caufo*^  *T 

De  cujus  tantum  hoc  numine  fcire  licet, 
"  Te  juftis  totum  moderari  legibus  orbem, 

"  Dum  caecant  oculos  nubila  denfa  meos  :" 

III. 

Res  tamen  hats  inter  dubias,  Pater  alme,  dedifti 
Diftinguentem  animum  qua;  bona,  quseve  mala. 

Hihc  dum  perpetuo  fato  natura  tenetur, 
Humanum  arbitrium  vincula  nnlla  tenent. 

Mm  IV.     Conti- 
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JV. 


What  confcience  *  dilates  .to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do ; 
THIS  teach  me  more  than  Hell  to  fhun, 

THAT,  more  than  Jieaven  purfue. 


o 


.*  rrrulo): 


,1  V,     t?.i/i5 

*  «&fl'>fco  or/pitup  snifriGfi  'luj^ju  ^iipri;  ^uO 
What  bleffings  thy  free  bounty  gives, 

Let  me  not  call  away  : 
For  GOD  is  paid  when  man  receives  -, 

Tf  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

••Jff.GGi!  aiUWif-3  ^-L'MVD  '3(t 

•'*   •  -y^  •• ' 

trrjexho        VI. 

":  ao-3f n  /ilnsb  ufidart  zohno  JnsoxD  rnt;Q  Ji 
Yet  not  to  earth's  contracted  fpan 

Thy  goodnefs  let  me  bound, 
Or  think  thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 
When  thoufand  worlds  are  round. 


*  Confcience  is   elfewhere   called    "  The  God   within  the 
mind." 

VII.    Let 
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IV. 

rattd  gnimnu  jifcsw  -tub  3o;i  a&I 
Continue  verfans  imo  fub  pectore  numen,  yrnjJbi<i 

Quae  facienda,  Deus,  quae  fugienda  monet,i;  knJ 
Te  monftrante,  precor,  vitpm  hsec,  utT^.pTARA  vitem, 

Atque  modo  Co  E  LOS  quo  fequor,  ifta  fequar. 


Quse  mihi  prsebuent  largo  tua  copia  ccelo 

Ne  mea  dilapidet  faftidiofa  manus. 
Solvitur  ipfe  Deus,  cum  rn,unera  rite  recepta  ; 
Si  parere  velis  difcere,  difce  frui. 

-  • 
VI. 

<b'lfft$l>  eul  iflobliw  /{(b  -jff^wjs  3  A 
Nulla  fit  aufa  tamen  contradas  parvula  terras 

Summa  fibi  folum  Te  reputare  bonum. 
Tantum  homini  regem  timeam  Te  dicere,  quando 
Regna  alibi  agnofcunt  millia  mille  Deum. 

' 

Mm  z  VII.    Fulmj- 
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«      :,-'  .yn. 

Let  not  this  weak  unerring  hand 

Prefume  thy  bolts  to  throw, 
And  deal  damnation  round  the  land, 

On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

'.    .TE^pil  UJJ      t':0UL-J~l  QUJJ  aOJ2o3  .00 Cm    -v  ".'^ 

VIII. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart 

Still  in  the  right  to  (lay. 
If  I  am  wrong,  oh!  teach  my  heart 

To  find  that  better  way. 

IX 

•:  &  :•»•».»    i4U1^  *$b  ?*m:>lib'  aifov  o'ioisq  13 
Save  me  alike  from  foolifh  pride, 

And  impious  difcontent 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd, 
Or  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

X.'  mrjlol  idfl 
. 

wqii  fnffnori  rn 
Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe,  "? 

To  hide  the  fault  I  fee  ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  fliow, 

That  mercy  (how  to  me. 

£   rri  ^A 

XL     Mean 
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VII. 

Fulmina  ne  vibret  fine  viribus  infcia  dextra 

Divina  folum  conjicienda  manu  : 
Neu  temere  exitium  per  terras  dividat  in  Te 

(Judice  me  caeco)  fi  quare  bell  is  erit. 

,vm. 

Si  mea  firmarim  veftigia  tramite  refto, 
Ne  referam  faciles  lubricus  inde  pedes : 

Si  tamen  incepi  peregrino  incedere  curfu, 
O  tua  turn  melius  gratia  fignet  iter ! 

IX. 

Ne  fufflet  tumidam  malefana  fbperbia  mentem 

Cum  dederis  larga  plurima'dona  manu ; 
^Quas  tua,  quas  melius  fapientia  facra  negavit 
Ne  CT^)iam  vanas — irrequietus  opes. 

X. 

• 
Meque  hominem  doceas  hominum  fentire  dolcres, 

Et  fit,  cum  pateat  menda,  tacere  meum. 
Utque  ipfe  alterius  didici  mitefcere  culpis, 
Haud  aliter  venias  mitis  &  ipfe  mihi. 

XL     Sim 
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XI. 

Mean  tho'  I  am,  not  wholly  fo, 
Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath  j 

O  lead  me  wherefoe'er  I  go, 
Thro'  this  day's  life  and  death. 

XII. 

This  day  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot  j 

All  elfe  beneath  the  fun 
Thou  know'ft  if  beft  beftow'd  or  not, 

And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

XIII, 

To  thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpace ! 

Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  fides ! 
One  chorus  let  all  beings  raife  ! 

All  nature  incenfe  rife  ! 
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XL 

Sim  licet  ex  vili  terra  non  deprimor  exfpes, 
Dum  tuus  hanc  animam  fpiritus  intus  alid 

Quacunque  ingredior  cuftos  fidifilmus  adfis, 
Sive  hodie  jubeas  vivere,  five  mori. 

XII. 

Adveniat  cum  pane  dies,  cum  pace  recedac 

Quas  alias  patulus  continet  orbis  opes, 
Tu  fcis  donatas  an  melius,  meliufve  negatae : 

Sintque  voluntati  confona  cuncta  tu^e. 

XIII. 

Cui  fpatii  immenfum  pro  templo  panditur  icquor, 
Cui  formant  aram  fydera,  terra,  mare : 

Omne  animans  concentum  unum  tibi  tollere  pergar, 
Et  natiira  fuo  thus  cremet  omne  Deo. 

; 


C  O  R- 
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C      A      R      N      I      F      E      X: 

;  iii  /  X3  3v-ii  rni 
OR,    THE  EXECUTIONER'S   SPEECH. 


.  aof 
-  Quid  non  mortalia  pectora  eogis 

AURI  facra  fames  -  ?  VIR. 


LONG  this  METROPOLIS,  it  feems, 
Has  been  amus'd  with  trifler's  fchemcs; 
Dup'd  by  each  yaia  pretender's  art, 
ROCK,  EVANS,  SAVIGNY,  and  HART  ;.>/  s 
Pefter'd  with  QUACKS,  and  fuch  like  cattle, 
Whofe  chiefeft  talent  is  their  rattle  ; 
Who  entertain  the  gaping  crowd  auTi: 
By  talking  much,  and  talking  loud  ; 
Pompous  advertiiements  affedb,     ^DHO 
And  trade  in  every  dialed:  ; 
Hard  words  and  epithets  they  ufe, 
With  which  they  common  fenfe  abufe  ; 
Sometimes  a  narrow  flip  of  Latin 
Occurs,  like  flannel  tack'd  to  fattin  ; 
Sometimes  in  Greek  is  told  their  calling, 
As  if  they  were  the  fons  of  GALEN  ; 

And 
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And  oft  the  Oriental  brogue 

Comes  in  by  way  of  epilogue ; 

Varied  and  patch'd  their  mungrel  phrafe, 

Like  ANDREW'S  garb  on  market  days ; 

Tho'  one  from  t'other,  it  is  found, 

The  vulgar  can't  difcern  by  found  ? 

Nor,  if  to  numbers  truth  belong, 

Cou'd  DOCTOR'S  eye  inform  his  tongue. 

I  grant  it  true,  that  parrots  can 

Articulate  fome  founds  like  man ; 

But  then  we  know  the  parrot's  note 

Is  nothing  more  than  found  by  rote. 

Nor  be  this  obfervation  loft;      ,;"^6 

"  That  empty  veffels  found  the  moft.WcJ  ns£ 

What  though  they  fwell  in  fuftian  drain, 

Can  rant  relieve  the  patient's  pain  ? 

Can  found  o'er  ftubborn  ills  prevail, 

Or  grand  expreffions  cure  the  ail  ? 

Can  oftentation  change  the  cafe, 

Or  colours  charm  away  difeafe  ? 

What  boots  the  pill  its  golden  hue  ? 

What  is  its  mining  garb  to  you  ? 

What  tho*  the  phial's  fenfe  be  told 

In  a  rich  alphabet  of  gold  ? 

N  n  Tho* 
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Tho'  a  large  CAPITAL  explains 
The  virtue  every  drawer  contains, 
Yet  what  avails  it  ?  Phyfic's  merit 
Lies  not  in  LETTER,  but  in  SPIRIT, 
What  are  their  bolutfes  and  flops, 
Eled'aries  and  pe&'ral  drops  ? 
Deceptions,  potions,  powders,  falves 
Fam'dfor  effecting  —  cures  by  halves? 
Elixirs,  balfanis,  ointments,  oils, 
Of  every  ail  the  boafled  foils  ? 
Befides  a  thonfand  more  renown'd 
In  phrafe,  and  dignify'd  by  found? 
SwelFd  into  fame  by  trope  and  figure, 
As  bladders  blown  become  but  bigger, 


But  if  (however  hard  it  prove, 
Old  prejudices  to  remove, 
To  lay  long  prepofieflions  by, 
And  judge  with  an  impartial  eye) 
For  once  in  earnefl  you'll  attend 
The  dictates  of  a  faithful  friend4»Hi 
A  FRIEND,  whofe  wifhes  are  inclin'4 
To  ferve  the  Rood  of  all  minkind  : 


Whofe 


i 
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Whofe  honeft  offices  are  meant 
To  furnifh  peace  and  eke  content, 
Supprefs  rebellion,  rapine,  riot, 
And  all  that  threatens  public  quiet  5 
If  you  diflike  the  {trains  I  fmg, 
May  I  without  CLERK'S  bleflirig  fwing* 

W****&**^* 

Then  truft  me,  PHYSIC'S  a  pretence 
To  cheat  and  choufe  you  of  your  pence, 
And  talk  you  out  of  breath  and  fenfe. 
An  art,  by  fome  penurious  rogue 
Contriv'd,  and  worded  into  vogue. 
Obferve  yon  PRIG,  with  ftiff  grimmace, 
Important  air,  and  fainted  face  ; 
Slow  and  majeftic  of  parade, 
The  folemn  fandtion  of  his  trade  j 
With  bum-brufh  wig,  and  clouded  cane, 
He  talks  away,  and  cramps  his  brain  f 

For  words,  his  nonfenfe  to  explain.  J 

I  know  'em  from  their  firft  beginnings, 
From  ESCULAPIUS  down  to  J — NN — NGS  ^ 
A  vain,  fantaftic  pack  of  fellows, 
Who  puff  and  fwell  like  blackfmith's  bellows. 

N  n  2  HIP- 
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HIPPOCRATES — pray  what  was  HE, 
Mention'd  fo  oft  in  hiftory  ? 
The  youth,  'tis  true,  was  vers'd  in  phyfic, 
And  knew,  perhaps,  to  cure  the  phthific  5 
Could  bleed,  draw  teeth,  and  cut  a  corn, 
Take  off  a  wen  or  cuckold's  horn ; 
Which  as  it  was  a  reigning  trouble, 
And  incommoded  many  a  noble, 
An  Eaflern  prince,  as  ftory  goes, 
Offer'd  to  find  him  food  and  cloaths, 
Befides  fome  pence  for  private  ufe, 
If  he  would  remedy  th*  abufe : 
At  which  the  wight,  in  angry  cue, 
Turn'd  on  his  heel,  and  bid  adieu  ! 

Then  truft  no  more  the  pent-houfe  wig, 
The  faintim  air,  and  countenance  big ; 
But  hither  croud  around  my  ftage, 
Where  cures  are  wrought  for  every  age  -, 
Whatever  be  the  ills  that  prefs, 
My  med'cine's  certain  to  redrefs ; 
More  certain  (and  it  more  may  be) 
Than  ROME'S  infallibility. 


Nor 
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Nor  be  afraid,  good  folk,  that  WE 
Shall  wrangle  long  about  the  fee ; 
As  to  my  NOSTRUM,  finall's  its  price, 
And  cheaper  ftill  you'll  find  advice  ; 
Tho'  fmall  the  pittance  which  I  aik, 
Yet  think  me  equal  to  the  tafk. 
Know  I  am  fervant  to  the  king, 
Great  profits  from  whofe  bounty  fpring; 
Whofe  kind  indulgence  makes  my  cures 
So  moderate  to  you  and  yours. 

Tho'  all  the  POW'R  of  fight's  decay'd, 
And  the  whole  body  wrapt  in  (hade, 
'Tis  mine  to  bid  the  perifh'd  eye 
The  fweet  return  of  light  enjoy  ; 
Or  if  the  auditory  nerve, 
By  fad  mifchance,  from  duty  fwerve, 
My  art  can  regulate  the  ear, 
And  teach  th'  aftonifh'd  deaf  to  hear. 


is  I*A 
iffi'siiO 


Shou'd  gold,  that  jaundice  of  the  foul, 
The  fickly  appetite  controul ; 
Perfuade  loofe  youth  to  lift  a  mop, 
Or  the  benighted  trav'ller  flop  •, 


i 

! 
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Let  him  apply  to  me  in  time, 
And  Pll  abfolve  the  daring  crime. 
Or  fhould  ambition  e'er  prevail 
With  able  ftatefmen  to  rebel, 
And  they  in  their  attempts  fhould  fail; 
One  fingle  dofe  of  my  fam'd  fteel 
Will  fet  them  right,  and  make  'em  feel, 
As  light  and  nimble  as  an  eel. 

»a<tfu  >  i  ••wjffhni  bnb!  '>lo. 

Whether  the  mind  be  worm'd  with  eare, 
Or  deeply  delug'd  with  defpair-, 
Whether  brifk  choler  fwells  the  heart* 
Or  malice  lifts  her  poifon'd  dart  5 
'Tis  I  that  know  the  fureft  means 
To  rid  the  patient  of  his  pains  5 
Or  if  the  moon's  myfterious  pow'r, 
When  her  whole  orb  is  filver'd  o'er, 
Difturb  the  brain  at  midnight  hour  -, 
With  brutal  rage  the  fun  infpire 
Againfl  the  peace  of  wife  or  fire ; 
Or  beaming  bright  thro'  heav'n's  profound, 
With  all  the  lefler  ftars  around, 


Invite 


!j 

r 

m 
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Invite  the  yielding  nymph  to  prove 

On  rofy  bank,  in  filent  grove, 

The  pleafures  of  forbidden  love, 

And  fhe,  fore  dreading  the  difhonour 

And  fcorn  that  foon  muft  light  upon  her, 

No  hope  indulg'd,  no  peace  enjoy'd,  •  <n. 

Affection  giving  place  to  pride, 

The  mother  and  the  maid  at  ftrife, 

Deprives  her  new-born  babe  of  life ; 

Or  whene'er  VENUS,  from  her  fphere  i-up.\r 

Defcending,  breathes  our  lower  air, 

And  prompts  the  am'rous  youths  to  buy 

The  tranfports  of  an  harlot's  eye ; 

Who,  pox'd  by  love,  and  fir'd  with  pride, 

To  get  her  wild  demands  fupply'd, 

At  inn  or  tavern,  where  he  dines, 

A  tankard  or  a  fpoon  purloins ; 

Thefe  fad  effects  of  their  embrace 

I  cure,  and  ev'ry  other  cafe ; 

O'er  the  long  catalogue  of  ails  Coc3 

My  grand  SPECIFIC  HEMP  prevails. 

Shou'd  you  diflruft  the  cures  I've  wrought, 
Be  difbejief  by  hiflory  taught  j 

Each 
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Each  page,  each  column  can  impart 
Some  fignal  iriftance  of  my  ART  ; 
And  thoufands,  long  remov'd  from  day, 
Will  rife  and  witnefs  what  I  fay. 

.  fi'jot  3  :*;•{}  rnool  hr?/\ 
Rife,  then,  ye  fhadowy  forms !  and  tell 
How  much  I've  practis'd,  and  how  well; 
TURPIN  and  WILD,  ye  fav'rjte  ghofts  !  s  t^ffiorn 
Names  famous  in  the  Britifh  coafts, 
Rife,  leave  your  iron  feats,  relate  ,$#«§*<& lysmrlw  iQ 
What  fervices  I've  done  the  itate  3 
Rife  LOVAT,  BALMERINO  too,cnf»iu; 
And  tell  the  good  I've  done  on  you; 
And  thou,  MACLEAN,  the  virgin's  pride, 
The  widow's  fav'rite,  joy  of  bride, 
Spring  like  thy  genius  from  the  urn, 
And  fwift  as  rays  of  light  return, 
In  public  here  atteft  the  truth,    [3  >o  zti^ 
Then  feek  the  fhades  again,  brave  youth,   bn^ 
And  thou,  too,  blefs  thy  doctor's  eyes 
Whom  WHITEFIELD  faw  from  gallows  rife3 
To  take  pofieffion  of  the  ikies ; 
The  fecond  thief  upon  record 
Lodg'd  in  the  bofom  of  his  Lord. 
i  And 


•rA> 
rife,  > 
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And  feek  ye  more  than  their  report  ? 
My  character  is  this,  in  (hort :  I,  ff.lt 1 

I'm  public  fpirited,  purfue 
And  hold  the  common  gcxJd  in  view  \ 
Am  free,  and  of  a  generous  mind, 
To  neither  party  more  inclin'd ; 
IndifPrent  whether  WILKES  or  BUTE 
Be  uppermoft  in  the  difputc  ^noilr  n : 
Above  all  mean  finifter  arts 
To  cheat  your  eyes,  miflead  your  hearts  5 
And  ftranger  to  the  courtier's  ways* 
No  ill-got  fortune  wifh  to  raife* 
But  happy  in  a  low  eftate, 
Am  proud  to  do  the  will  of  fate ; 
Tho"  proud,,  yet  firm,  impartial,  juil, 
True  to  my  principles  and  truft  -, 
For  ever  ready  to  attend > 
At  the  leaft  notice,  on  a  friend  5 
At  TYBURN  or  TOW'R-HILL  you  may 
ExpecT:  to  find  me  every  day. 
Moft  ftates  and  kingdoms  know  my  namer— 
JACK  KETCH,  a  man  of  deathlefs  fame. 

O  o  A  N  A- 
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A  N  A  C  R  E  0:N.  /   O  4)  E    XXXIV.  ;;/ 


I.      TOfttmbD  srb  bloH  briA 

H  Y  fhiver,  nymph,  when  you  behold    i  oT  ' 

Thefc  filver  hairs  upon  my  brow  ?    >irf! 
The  fprouting  corn  from  chilling  cold 
Is  oft  preferv'd  by  winter  fnow. 


W 


II. 


Tho'  ruddy  as  the  morn  you  are, 
Or  damafk  rofe,  you  may  be  mine  5 

That  garland  is  efteem'd  mod  fair 

Where  lilies  round  the  rofe  entwine,  -q  \tn 


o/f)  3  A 
f  T0r»jnjfaYT  3  A 

'.    J  £^x3 


mfll  ft   (H3T3.3f 

G  E  M  E 
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GEMELLUS    ANT)    MAR 
TO    THE    REV.    MR.    L 


THE  brawny  prieft  SENILIA  fain  wou'd  wed, 
And  fondly  drives  to  coax  her  to  his  bed/ 
Is  fhe  fo  hanBfome  ?  No  :  Ihe's  plain  enough#fh  3iA 
But  old  and  rrcty'ind  has  a  (hort-liv*d  cough.  •'-  nl 


T  O    -  -  .    FROM    MARTIAL. 

mi  woflj  ftc'b-??3J§nh  rroinrw  ni  rrcr'w  tot 

IN  thefe  rude  liries  fome  may^  perhaps,  delight, 
While  you  and  others  criticife  thro*  fpight  j'inio'1! 
It  matters  not  —  the  dilhes  in  a  feaft  tisnu  nl 

Are  not  for  cooks,  but  meant  to  pleafe  each  gueft« 

' 
O:  »      1O 

il/5l[!  ;^br  O  02  H  O  R  A  C  £.; 

01  orlT 


VI 
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BY  What  feart  beau,  with  liquid  nard  bcdew*d,  ^ 
.r  Jri  beds  of  rofcs,  in  a  cool  alcove*  ba/\. 
Art  thqu,  ineom  parable  PYRRH  A,  woo'd,  .  ; 

In  allihc  wild  extravagance  of  love  2i  lr 

II. 

.J  A  I  T  M  A  M    M  O  H  i    .  -----    O  T 
TFor  whom  in  wanton  ringlets  dofl  thou  tie 

The  flijning  mazes  of  thy  golden  hair,  .;j7r|3  yL  ^f 
Form'4tO  engage  each;  fond  beholder'^  eye,  ;,;W 

In  unafFefted  delicacy  fair  ?  ,.JJ|im  3l 

.flocjg  rbus  'Jlfi!)lq  oJ  3ncr>€n  3ud  f«^ooD  ic'i  ion  3iA 
IIL 

How  oft,  alas  !  fhall  he,  in  wild  amaze, 
Of  broken  vows  and  fickle  gods  complain, 

And  ftand  aghaft  when  fudden  winds  ftiall  raife 
The  rough'ning  waves  of  the  late  placid  main  ? 

IV,     Who 


.  P      O      EM 


IV. 


Who  thoughtlefs  now  thy  venal  charms  enjoys, 

And  hopes  thee  ever  difengag'd  and  kind  ; 
By  flatt'ring  gales  betray'd,  and  treach'rous  ikies, 
Shall  wonder  fuch  unwonted  gufts  to  find* 

,  tflow  1.1  vkfeft  nl 

V. 

^lojda-iu" 

Unhappy  they,  and  born. to.  curie  their  fate, 
Who,  raviih'd  with  thy  negligence  of  art, 
Too  blindly  love,  nor  e'er  fufpect  deceit, 
But  think  thy  face  the  image  of  thy  heart ! 


VI. 


I,  who  efcap'd  the  danger  of*  the  main, 
And  landed  fafely  on  the  wifh'd-for  fhore, 

My  dropping  weeds  fufpend  in  NEPTUNE'S  fane, 
On  tablets  vow'd,  in  rev'rence  to  his  pow'r. 


SCOR- 


O      E      M      S. 
S  C   O   R   P   U   S'.     E   P  I   T   A  P  H. 


O  M    M  A  R  T  I  A  Ll^od)  o 
<  baiA  bfi*  b^ngnslib  ws  s?:ij  zsqod  bnA 

LO !  here  I  lie,  fnatch-d  hence  by  bufy  death, 
By  mere  miftake  v/ho  robb'd  me  of  my  ibreathj 
In  noble  games  I  oft  great  honour  won, 
And  was,  immortal  Rome,  thy  darling  fon ; 
When  fate,  by  chance,  my  various  laurels  told, 
And,  from  their  number,  guefsMithat  I  was  old*  T,-?TJ 

<T»6    to  33fr*>g'lg3n  *{H7  uJlV/  L  IiilV£lI    CO(1V/ 

fa»ia*»fe'^jqWt  i3H  ion  .svd  ^ibnild  coT 
.  ->i-7  ^-:.T  .••!: 


i  ..  -jiij  no  \!.>l£l  .tabfifil  bnA 

^ a^  F'ROM 
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K&TFROM    THE    GREEK. 

T  * 

H  ATE  'ER  is  needful,  gracious  JOVE,  allot 
To  us,  thy  creatures,  whether  afk'd  or  notj 
But,  O  juft  god  !  all  hurtful  things  forbear; 
E'en  tho'  we  afk  'em,  fruitlefs  be  our  pray'r. 

T  H- 


W 


L    O    V    E's      R    E    M   E;  X>-i«^:: 
*  nibg^d^t1!  _/od  oj  a  KIM  ai 

FROM      OWEN. 


TO    MR.    R.  C.3G 


EMPTATION  fhun  :  a  rigid  Lent  maintain  ; 

From  women,  as  from  fcorching  flames,  refrain  5 
Won't  this  fuffice  your  fiery  love  to  tame  ? 
Marriage,  like  water,  foon  will  quench  the  flame. 


T 


A  N 


JT    a  I   EI    M> 


AN  INSCRIPTION  ON  AN  EMINENT 
ARABIAN  STALLION,  BELONGING  TO 
THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  LORD  VISCOUNT 
CULLEN,  OF  RUSHTON,  NORTHAMK 
TONSHIRE. 

,  '  5tevtf  'off)  f'Ai 

LE  T  ALEXANDER  boaft  his  thoufands  flain> 
And  CAESAR  glory  in  a  tyrant's  reign  ; 
Far  happier  arts  were  my  diftinguifh'd  lot, 
'Tis  MINE  to  boaft  the  thoufands  IVe  begot* 

.vt  3  W  o    M  o  ;i  ^   r 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAVOURITE  DOCX 


s 


AINTS,  favages,  the  king,  the  flave;MH 
Pkad  no  exemption  from  the  grave  \ 
Then  ceafe  the  tear,  fupprefs  the  figh  -, 
Like  thcfe  was  KILBUCK  doom'd  to  ditr* 


ANA- 
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A  N  A  C  R  E  O  N.      O{D  E    XV. 

TO  THE  RIGHT,  HON.  LORD  GULLEN,  OF 
RUSHTON,  NORTHAMPTONSHIRE. 

<*l 

NOT  GYOE'S  tfeafur'd  pelfj  which  glow&r) 
With  all  the  luftre  art  bellows,       nm(3 
Nor  the  immoderate  wealth  poffeft 
By  tyrants,  e'er  affedt  my  breaft  i^ojn1}; 
Ointment  alone  is  all  my  care ; 
Sweet  eflence  to  perfume  my  hair. 


Dwrr 

iOvlt 


Be't  mine  to  crop  the  blooming  rofe^ 
And  with  its  glories  crown  my  brows  ;       ;f>Q 
In  mirth  indulge  the  prefent  hour  •,  :  rl  ^ 

Who  knows  ?  To-morrow's  light  may  lowr. 

Then  while  ferene  appears  the  day, 
Make  moft  of  life,  and  drink  away ; 
Freely  at  jovial  BACCHUS'  fhrine, 
In  large  libations  pour  the  wine  •, 
Left  fickle  fortune  fhould  controul 
Our  blifs,  and  intercept  the  bowL 

Pp  HORACE, 
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HORACE.  BOOK  L  ODE  II. 

TRANSLATED. 

.^5UrI<MOTcL  -1  ,>lb  v'li-PJ.Tjl 

Jam  faiis  terris  nivis  atque  diras 
Grandinis,  -mifit  pater  ac  rubente 
Dextera  facras  jaeulatus  arces 

Terruit  urbem<^ 
Terruit  gentes,  &c.  ^  '<(& 

t  W^Vyi  Ik  aitHiofs  inonrUntO 

ViJ,  Di 


E 


NOUGH  of  rattling  hail  and  fnow  -liitt'.j1 
Offended  JOVE  has  pour'd  below  ^'i  Him  f 
And,  (baking  with  his  flaming  hand'-^tibni  Hnim  nj 
The  facred  tow'rs,  amaz'd  the  land  $ 


II. 

Amaz'd  the  nations,  left  their  crimes 

Should  fhare  the  fate  ofPyjiRHA's  time$-l5"j'il  ^S"lf>f  n 
luounoo  bluoHl  ?ni/no^  abhfl  -i 

sril 
HQA5IOH  a  *I 
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When  to  the  mountain,  from  the  flood, 
Old  PROTEUS  drove  his  fcaly  brood  ; 


.  i  i  i  #u  •  3  a3t  fit  ,  tU&d.  Ikrfi  il  jjj  <r/  i  uO 
And  fhoals  of  fifh  entangl'd  hung 
'Midfl  elms,  whence  late  the  ring-dove  fprung  j* 
And  deer,  in  vain,  aftonifh'd,  try'd 
To  flem  th*  immeafurable  tide. 


Dafh'd  faw  we,  on  Etruria's  fhorc, 
The  TIBER  break  with  wild  uproar,      ,jl  t/L*    aV/iO 
And  threaten  inftantaneous  doom 
To  VESTA'S  fane,  and  NUMA'S  tomb. 


V. 


While  Ilia  'plain'd  with  boundlefs  grief, 
Boaftful  he  fwe1ra7o'r  lir^relieF ; 
But  now,  by  JOVE'S  command,  fmooth  glides 
Th'  uxorious  ftream  in  peaceful  tides. 

P  p  2  VI.    Dimi- 
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VI. 


Diminifh'd  by  their  fathers  crimes, 
Our  youth  fhall  hear,  in  future  times, 
Of  war,  which  better  might  have  broke 
The  MEDE,  reluctant  to  the  yoke. 

VII. 

What  guardian  god  (hall  Rome  entreat 
To  fave  her  tott'ring,  finking  ftate  ? 
How  mail  the  virgins  win  the  ear 
Of  VESTA,  lefs  inclined  to  hear  ? 

VIII. 

Who,  by  the  will  of  JOVE  decreed^ 
Shall  expiate  the  guilty  deed  ?- 


O  come,  prophetic  god  [but  fhi 
'Thy  radiant  fhoulders  Tn'a  cloucJ. 


ayohpxf 
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IX. 


Or  VENUS  come,  with  laughter  crown'd, 
Whom  wanton  jeft  and  love  furround  ; 
Or  you  whom  polifh'd  helms  delight, 
Moors  fierce  frowning  in  the  fight. 


X. 


Glutted  too  long  with  fcenes  of  gore, 
At  length  your  cruel  fport  give  o'er ; 
And  inftant  view,  with  looks  benign, 
Your  harrafs'd,  long- neglected  ljnet 

XI. 

Or  thou,  fair  MAIA'S  fon,  aflume 
A  mortal  fhape,/  ^anhood*s  bloom ; 

lljljjH  IDBPK^l. 
[erotgreatC^SAR's 


XIL     Ordain'd 
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XII. 


Ordain'd  by  JOVE  o'er  Rome  to  fway, 
Late  may  you  reach  the  realms  of  day  j 
While  unprovok'd  with  Roman  vice  ; 
in  thy  frniles  mall  Rome  rejoice, 


XIII. 


Here  then  'midft  mighty  triumphs  ftand* 
HaiPd  prince  and  father  of  our  land  ; 
Nor  let  the  MEDE,  while  C^SAR  reigns, 
Unpunifh'd  plunder  Rome's  domains, 
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